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BEST

TALES OF THE TRICKEY
It began back before Tammany Hall and grew to be ponderous
like the girth of Richard Daley. It has achieved the consistency of
jellied napalm and smells, some say, like a field of rotting broccoli.
Every time you think it’s reached its nadir, another election year
rolls around to convince you it can sink a lot lower. It’s that grand
old flim-flam, American politics.
Who are the flimmers? How are they flamming you, and why?
From everyday intimidations of hapless individuals by faceless
bureaucrats to corporate blows against the public interest, the
powerful are out to put your ass in a sling. Sure, you expect them to
lie blatantly, cheat remorselessly and pull every dirty trick in their
treacherous hearts. But did you know they are robbing you blind?
(Look inside and learn what is really behind the utilities’ desperate
fight against Public Utility Districts.) Or that they are threatening
your life? (Don’t believe it? Read how government inertia abets the
nuclear industry in its failure to deal with the deadly problem of
radioactive wastes.) Or that their ambitions are global? (Our
political affairs expert David Horowitz reveals the extremity of
Wall Street’s desires in a scenario right out of the ravings of the
lunatic fringe.) Or that they have joined forces with America’s other
great huckster class, the evangelists, to fleece the public? (Although
the trend has been trumpeted ad nauseam by the national media for
months, Steve Myers takes a first-hand look at the phenomenon as
it festers right here in River City.) Or that they may be in big trou
ble? (Intrepid David Milholland talks to Presidential candidate
Barry Commoner, and the corporations had better take heed.)
In the spirit of American shuck and jive, The Clinton St. Quar
terly dedicates this issue to several political worthies. First, plaudits
go to Mayor-elect Frank Ivancie for his enthusiastic support of $9.5
Editorial cartoon by Jerry Kruger

million worth of improvements to Civic Stadium. For this modest
sum, a perfectly functional scoreboard can be replaced, the press
box for our long-suffering press corps can be enlarged, and the
roofline can be extended beyond the 15,000 seats already protected.
In this sports-blase town, the stadium rarely holds more than two
thousand hardcore fans, and only the most befuddled of these
would come to the stadium during a rainstorm, perhaps to watch
the synthetic turf grow. So what if four local high schools face
closure in the coming year due to budget restrictions. This is the
stuff of long-denied dreams of power, and Frank’s political vision
ranks right along with Mr. Magoo’s.
The CSQ also congratulates the Portland shakers and movers
whose recent attempt to recall four School Board members fizzled
ignominiously. We might have applauded the Black United Front
for its gumption and tenacity or the people of Portland for their
good sense, but probably the biggest factor in the recall’s failure to
even make the ballot was the abject simplemindedness of the spon
sors. Here were some of the most wealthy and powerful interests in
the city falling on their great, pink rumps with a resounding plop,
and it made you wonder who gets them up in the morning. Their
statements were shrill and filled with nonsequiturs and quotes taken
outrageously out of context. Time after time — almost exclusively,
in fact — they targeted the Board’s only black member for their
harshest criticism, leading observers to conclude their motivation
was simply racist.
It’s hard to know why the city’s power elite would fall all over
themselves looking so foolish, but the CSQ is grateful for such a
delicious, revealing glimpse of how they operate. It was good for a
laugh, and they give us so few.
J.W.
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Rose was obsessed enough to go
past merely studying the concept. In
ave you ever walked Portland’s
October 1978, he quit his job working
waterfront, gazed into the Wil
a dredge for the U.S. Army Corps of
lam ette’s pleasure-craft-infestedEngineers, and with a bank officer
channel, and wondered why you see
and a business advisor, formed the
no ferryboats there? Dreamed of the
Rose City River Transit Company, a
halcyon days when steamboats drift
non-profit corporation.
The heart of Rose’s transit dream is
ed into shore at the wave of a hand to
pick up passengers from Astoria to
the surface effect ship, a vessel that
The Dalles? Puzzled, in fact, over the
can reach speeds of 50 miles per hour
obvious boon that the river offers to
riding on an aproned cushion of air.
the city’s transportation woes?
Such a vessel has several advantages
Portland’s transit planners ob
over conventional ships. It has a min
viously haven’t. A regional transpor
imal wake, high maneuverability, low
tation plan that is now taking shape
noise and the ability to stop from full
speed in less than three times its
under the auspices of the Metropoli
tan Service District (Metro) dwells on
length.
land-bound alternatives: carpooling,
Because it runs on a cushion of air
buses and a light rail line. No mention
and only a small portion of the hull
is made of the possibility of using
rides through the water, damage from
what one local observer calls the
floating debris in the river is less like
“ 900- to 1,000-foot highway running
ly than with conventional hull-type
down the middle of Portland.”
craft.
A 100-passenger version of a sur
To native Portlander Ken Rose, the
thought of a mass transit river system
face effect ship costs about $500,000
per vessel. Yet, while this is relatively
is not just an idea, it’s an obsession.
“ One day I was driving my car dur
cheap by industry standards, Rose
ing rush hour from Vancouver to
City Transit has been barely able to
Portland,” says Rose in the musty
scrape together enough money to pay
downtown office he shares with a
rent for its half of the office.
portrait photographer. “ Sitting there
Rose and his associates therefore
parked on the freeway, I got to won
do the only thing they can — wage an
dering why people couldn’t ride boats
educational campaign aimed at local
up and down the river. I wondered
governments and community organi
why no one was operating a ferry ser
zations.
vice. Why wasn’t the river being used
Money, they hope, will someday
to bail us out of some of our trans
come from public funds, given the
portation problems?”
proper climate.
When Rose got out of the traffic
They have written letters to poli
jam, he went to the library and began
ticians, addressed neighborhood
reading about waterborne transporta
associations, and canvassed the city
tion. Although there was nothing
with flyers about their cause. They
written about modern-day river mass
have talked to anyone who would
transit, there were histories about the
listen.
old Portland and Sauvie Island fer
The idea of river transit seems to
ries, and about the sidewheelers
spark the imagination of all who are
which steamed up and down the
told about the idea. Letters of sup
Columbia and Willamette rivers
port have come from a broad cross
before the turn of the century.
section of politicians, including Gov
“ I admit I became obsessed,” he
ernor Vic Atiyeh, Congressman
says. “ Here was a city with a unique
Robert Duncan, Senator Mark H at
and beautiful waterway running right
field, Multnomah County Executive
down the middle of the town, and it
Donald Clark, and Portland Mayor
wasn’t being used for anything but
Connie McCready.
freight and pleasure boats. A river
Letters of encouragement have also
transit system could alleviate pollu
come from William M. Fast, branch
tion and congestion on the 1-5 corri
agent for the Marine Engineers Bene
dor and be an aesthetic addition to
ficial Association and the Marine
the mass transit network in Portland.
Cooks and Stewards unions, and
It just seemed stupid not to be using
from Donald E. Liddle, vice presi
the river.”
dent of the Inlandboatmen’s Union
By Ed Blatter

H

Illustration by David Sondin

of the Pacific.
It has been an auspicious beginning
for Rose City River Transit, and Ken
Rose has only been encouraged.
“ I figure we can start on a gradual
scale,” Rose says. “ We can start with
a small shuttle service between St.
Johns and Downtown, or Swan
Island and Downtown — our main
function at first would be to serve the
industrial community.
“ With Wacker Siltronics in Will
bridge, the St. Johns Riverfront
Development in the offing, and the
Rivergate Industrial District under
development, the community of St.
Johns might as well move. The streets
up there will become freeways.”
In the first half of 1979, the City of
Portland Bureau of Planning received
a $150,000 grant from the U.S.
Department of Commerce’s Econom
ic Development Administration to ex
plore innovative transit alternatives
to serve major municipal industrial
districts.
At the prompting of North and
Southeast P o rtlan d com m unity
groups, who had heard and liked
Rose’s proposal, river transit was in
cluded as one of four elements of the
study; the others were a traffic behav
ior survey, a vanpool program and an
Eastside transit station. Of the
$150,000, river transit was given
$5,000.
On June 28, 1979, the city made an
agreement with the newly forned
Metropolitan Service District to tooperate in the study. They retained
the consulting firm of George M
Baldwin and Associates, Inc., oi
Portland to study the feasibility of
river transit in Portland.
Metro’s obligation was to draw
from the Baldwin report what it
would need to determine the cost
effectiveness of the river mass transit.
River Transit Feasible

The Baldwin report was completed
in March. It was heralded by
Portland Mayor Connie McCready, a
self-described “ river person,” as an
exciting possibility.
“ It has been a long time since the
people of Portland thought of the
river as a transit corridor,” said
Mayor McCready. “ Given the prob
lems we face today, the river may
once again become an integral part of

Portland’s daily life.”
But while there was optimism in
her announcement, the mayor cau
tioned that to earn implementation,
any new transportation mode would
have to be cost effective as well as
have a potential for high ridership.
The Baldwin report concluded that
while “ transporting people between
residential areas and employment
centers in the Portland metropolitan
area by water” was feasible from an
operational standpoint, there were
some difficulties.
Low clearance under the Burling
ton Northern Railroad Bridge across
the Columbia River, low clearance
under the railroad deck of the Steel
Bridge across the Willamette River,
and shallow water in the confluence
of the Clackamas and Willamette
rivers were identified as the major
obstacles to overcome if a full-scale
service was to begin.
On the other hand, such antici
pated problems as interference with
commercial and pleasure boating,
noise, dangers caused by floating de
bris and inclement weather were
found to present no particular draw
backs to commuter travel on the
river.
Then it was Metro’s turn, and
Metro’s transportation staff went to
work calculating the costs of oper
ating such a system based on poten
tial ridership.
Their findings were not favorable.
The staff concluded that further in
vestigation into river transit in Port
land not proceed and recommended
this to the district’s Joint Policies Ad
visory Committee (J-PAC) — made
up from representatives of city, coun
ty, port, and Washington and Oregon
state transportation departments.
J-PAC agreed with that recommen
dation, as did the entire Metro
Council.
“ If you look at living patterns —
where people live to where they want
to go, there’s nothing cost effective or
fuel conserving about fiver transit,”
says Mike Burton, Metro councilor
from District 12 (North Portland),
who sits on the J-PXC committee.
“ River transit just didn’t prove all
that attractive.”
Metro investigated three major fac
tors involved in the cost effectiveness
of operating a river transit system:
travel time, operating cost, and rider-
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"Here is a city with a unique and beautiful waterway running
right down the middle o f town, and it isn't being used fo r
anything but freight and pleasure boats. "
Using a hypothetical 100-passenger
surface effect ship, travel times for
five routes were estimated, and those
estimates were then compared with
travel times for buses.
For example, a one-way trip from
Vancouver to Portland on the bus re
quired 61 minutes. The same trip by
boat would require 72 minutes, or 12
minutes longer, according to Metro’s
study.
A ride from Rivergate Industrial
Dictrict in North Portland to Milwau
kie took 39 minutes by bus, 41 min
utes by boat.
Out of the five routes, only one was
found to take longer by bus than by
boat — the ride from Swan Island to
Portland took 34 minutes by river
and 47 minutes by road. Likewise, a
ride on the same route from St. Johns
to Portland required 41 minutes by
boat and 43 by bus. Strike one.
Next, the Metro study compared
the operation costs of a river transit
system, again using buses for compartson.
The annual price for operating
three surface effect ships, including
labor, fuel, maintenance and admin
istration, was $1,864,000. An equiva
lent number of buses, six, would cost
only half as much, $715,000.
The major difference was in fuel.
Surface effect ships drank up diesel
fuel four times faster than buses.
Another element of cost was the
fare. It would cost, said Metro, $2 per
ride to pay for the more expensive
river system, compared to $1.25 for a
bus. Assuming fares for both bus and
boat were set at 75 cents, government
subsidies would have to pick up onethird of the cost for bus transit, while
subsidies would have to pick up twothirds of the cost of river transit.
Strike two.
As far as ridership, Metro con
cluded that since the cost of river
transit was more expensive and travel
time generally longer, fewer people
would utilize the river system. Strike
three. As far as Metro was concerned,
river transit was out.
Those who support river transit are
wary of Metro’s conclusions. They
contend that Metro’s analysis was
hardly even handed in its approach to

the subject.
“ Metro’s study was a disaster,”
says Rose. “ Their study compared
the cost of buses to the cost of boats.
What Metro can’t understand is that
we wouldn’t be competing with
buses, we’d be competing with auto
mobiles. The idea is not to compete
with the bus system, but to tie in with
it, to enhance it.”
Furthermore, Rose says, the Metro
staff ignored the most valuable as
pects of river transportation. There
was no mention of the value of creat
ing a system which does not disrupt
land as do new or expanded roadways
and light rail systems, nor could
Metro attach a value to the aesthetics
of waterborne transportation, the
character it would give to the devel
opment of the city, the value to edu
cation, or tourism.
Rose, as well as other critics, con
tend the engineers judged the mode of
transportation more as a challenge to
their nearly completed regional trans
portation plan than as a potentially
advantageous addition.
The transportation plan, which
Metro has made one of its principal
goals, is essentially an agreement
among local governments that the
transportation problems in Portland
and from Portland to Vancouver can
be solved by emphasizing the use of
buses and carpooling with a little light
rail thrown in for advancement’s
sake.
Currently, the plan is in its second
draft and Metro is hopeful a final ver
sion will be adopted by the Metro
Council by December.
River transit is nowhere mentioned
in the regional transportation plan.
“ If there’s a cost-effective way to
utilize waterborne transportation in
Portland, if it is cheaper, easier and
less fuel consuming than it is to use
buss or light rail,” says Burton, “ I’d
be ill for it. But it’ll have to come
fron the private sector. All we’re sayinj is we don’t want to spend any
more money on investigating it.”
No One is Interested

To the last one — city, county, port
and transit company — transpor
tation planners have stood behind

Metro’s decision not to pursue river
transit in Portland.
“ Generally speaking,” says Steve
Matoff, director of service planning
for Tri-Met, “ we’re going to have to
put our money in proven, practical
modes rather than something already
found to be not very cost effective.
There are so many needs all over the
region.”
Doug Wentworth, systems plan
ning director for Tri-Met, echoes that
feeling.
“ What scares us are the hidden
costs, the start-up costs of a new
mode, the cost of interfacing with the
other modes,” he says. “ We’d need
park-and-ride centers, ways to get
from the bus to the boat and from the
car to the boat. Riverfront property is
not cheap.”
Congressman Robert Duncan
(D-Portland), an ardent supporter of
river transit, is chairman of the trans
portation subcommittee of the House
Appropriations Committee. So con
vinced was he that river transit would
be successful in Portland, he secured
the Surface Transportation Act of
1980, $10 million for a waterborne
transportation demonstration project
in Portland.
“ We have a 900- to 1,000-foot
highway running down the middle of
Portland,” says Duncan. “ There are
no neighborhoods to displace, no
easements to obtain, and we have ves
sels that ride on a cushion of air to
transport people along it.”
Duncan laments that he cbuld not
convince local governments to ex
plore river transit in greater detail,
even with the $10 million just ready
for the picking.
He blames what he calls “ mass
transit idealists” who worship a par
ticular mode of transportation and
are not tolerant of any other form.
“ They see any other form as a chal
lenge to their own,” Duncan says.
“ We’ve spent $20 billion on mass
transit since the early ’60s and we
haven’t been successful yet. I think
it’s because we’re trying to squeeze
people back into systems that have al
ready reached their peak. The horse
was replaced with the bus, and now
the bus has been replaced with the
automobile. Now we have to replace

the automobile. We have to keep ex
perimenting.”
Rose would like to get his hands on
that demonstration money, but this is
not destined to b.e. A local jurisdic
tion must create an agency or depart
ment on river transit before the fed
eral funds can be dispersed, and no
one is offering to do so. Private cor
porations may not apply.
“ We’ve done the whole song and
dance,” says Sam Anderson, Dun
can’s assistant. “ Metro didn’t want
it, the Port of Portland didn’t want
it, Tri-Met didn’t care; the only per
son interested in it was a mayor who
won’t be mayor much longer.
“ All the city would have to do is set
up a water transit office. It could hire
a contractor to run the system. It
could hire Rose. But no one has
shown any real interest in it. They
have so many other things going on.
It’s too bad, because the project is go
ing to be done someplace — on the
Ohio or the Missouri or the Missis
sippi.”
Exactly what Rose plans to do now
is uncertain. There is some talk of at
tracting a private financier to the
cause, but these days money is diffi
cult to come by. And since there
hasn’t been a form of mass transit
developed to date that doesn’t require
a government subsidy to operate, the
success of a privately owned system
would be doubtful.
With a $10 million plum just out of
reach, with everyone except a lame
duck mayor and congressmen against
even exploring the subject further,
Ken Rose is undaunted and opti
mistic.
“ We are being beaten down by the
system,” he says. “ We have been
beaten down before and probably will
be beaten down again. But river tran
sit is a community cause. I go to
neighborhood groups and they sup
port me. This time the community
will win. How can residents of Port
land, the most livable city in the
country, soar like eagles when they
are dealing with a bunch of turkeys?”

Ed Blatter is the editor o f the St.
Johns Review.
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PULLING THE
PLUG
ON THE PRIVATES
Rick Mitchell
Prologue
here as been a war going on in
Oregon off and on for over 50
years. On one side have stood two
large private utility companies;
Pacific Power and Light (PP&L) and
^Portland General Electric (PGE),
^w ith their allies in the State legislature
■land regulatory process. Opposing
these powerful interests has been a
^considerably less well-financed,
r often-disorganized alliance of public
power advocates including the
Grange, a few labor unions, the left
wing of the Democratic party, and, in
recent years, anti-nuclear activists.
The history of the war begins back
around the turn of the century. In
1892, Portland General Electric was
formed with the financial backing of
a Boston bank and the infant General
Electric Company. The following
year, PGE purchased the city of Port
land’s first and only municipallyowned electric utility, the East Port
land Municipal Light Works. By
1907, PGE had merged with Portland
Railway Light and Power, a holding
company owned by Eastern investors
that controlled nineteen companies,
six power plants, and nearly fifty city
franchises across the country. In
1909, Portland Mayor Harry Lane
called the utility “ an arrogant mono
poly” and suggested a municipal
plant to meet the city’s needs. It
seemed like a reasonable proposal on
the face of it, yet public power pro
ponents have been struggling to im
plement similar plans ever since.
In 1910, Portland welcomed a sec
ond electric utility, the Pacific Power
and Light Company. PP&L was the
creation of another holding com
pany, American Power and Light,
which was in turn a subsidiary of the
grandaddy of giant utility holding
companies, the Electric Bond and
Share Company of New York. AP&L
also owned other Northwest utilities
systems including those in Astoria,
Yakima-Pasco, Walla Walla, Pendle
ton and The Dalles. In 1927, all of
AP&L’s holdings in Oregon were re
organized under the administration
of Pacific Power and Light, although
publicly they continued to operate as
independent companies. Following
standard holding company practices,
millions of dollars worth of new
securities were issued each time the
companies were reorganized or rein
corporated, thus inflating their assets
beyond any measure of their true
value.
The decade of the 1920s saw the in
creasing monopolization of the elec
tric power industry, and it soon
became a national controversy. By
Illustrations by Phil Post

1928, 80% of U.S. electric energy was
controlled by sixteen giant holding
companies. The financial precarious
ness of these empires was a major
reason for the collapse of the stock
market that led into the Depression.
An investigation by the Federal Trade
Commission in 1928 uncovered a
wide variety of illegalities and abuses,
such as “ padding operating expenses,
entering into questionable transac
tions with subsidiaries, manipulation
of security markets and milking of
operating companies through exces
sive service charges.” In addition, the
Federal probers uncovered “ an exten
sive public relations network spon
sored by the pcwer companies that
exerted an extraordinary influence
over newspapers, political assemblies,
school teachers and religious
bodies.” Needless to say, until the
Depression bankrupted many of
them, the directors of the holding
companies reaped huge profits.
By the end of the ’20s, the contro
versy over holding companies and
public power had spread to Oregon.
In the 1930 election, the public
development of hydroelectric energy
became the major issue. A pro-public
power Independent candidate, Julius
Meier, easily defeated the Democratic
and Republican candidates who were
supported by the utilities. A state
wide initiative providing a mechanism
for the creation of People’s Utility
Districts — publicly owned, locallycontrolled utility systems — passed
by a wide margin. Washington voters
also approved a PUD law that year,
but with a critical difference; Wash
ington’s law was a single-stage —
once voters approved a PUD’s for
mation, revenue bonds could be is
sued to finance it without a subse
quent vote of approval. The Oregon
law required a separate vote for bond
issues. This gave the private utilities
two chances to defeat every attempt
at a PUD formation. The result is
that 50 years later, over 75% of
Oregon’s power is sold by private
utilities, while in Washington, over
75% is provided by public utilities.
Still, it’s a wonder PP&L and PGE
survived the ’30s. As a result of the
Federal Trade Commission’s investi
gation — which revealed $926 million
in watered stock in Electric Bond and
Share — thousands of local stock
holders were wiped out, including
PP& L ’s president Guy Talbot.
PP&L’s subsidiary, Northwestern
Electric, alone had issued over $10
million in watered stock. In 1933,
Charles M. Thomas, the state’s first
Public Utilities Commissioner, gave a
major speech at the Portland Civic
Auditorium in which he laid out the
complicated transactions the utilities
were using to benefit large New York

banks at the expense of local rate
payers. Thomas concluded his speech
by calling for public ownership.
Meanwhile, PGE (at that time
known as the Portland Electric Power
Company — PEPCO) had been sold
to a different holding company.
There followed a series of manipula
tive financial transactions involving
the Chase Bank in New York and the
Harris Trust in Chicago that resulted
in their milking local investors, even
tually forcing PEPCO into bankrupt
cy proceedings in 1934.
In September, 1933, President
Roosevelt dramatically and perman
ently altered the energy picture in the
Northwest by approving the construc
tion of a dam at Bonneville. Natunlly, the Bonneville project loomed
large in Oregon politics. The promise
of cheap Federal hydroelectric pcwer
stimulated more attempts toward
public power in the area. In 1934, the
Oregon Grange sponsored ar in
itiative to create an elective state com
mission to transmit and distribute
electric power. In what was to
become a familiar pattern, the utili
ties waged an expensive campaign
and defeated the measure. Between
1934 and 1940, 84 elections were held
in Oregon and Washington on the
question of establishing PUDs. As
previously noted, most of those in
Washington passed. Most in Oregon
did not.
Roosevelt was generally sympa
thetic to the idea of public power, and
his appointment of J.D. Ross, former
administrator of Seattle’s municipal
power system, as the first BPA Ad
ministrator was a severe setback for
the private companies. Ross promptly
lowered wholesale electric rates be
tween 2% and 37%. Bonneville’s
20-year maximum contracts required
BPA approval of resale rates, and its
public preference clause gave
publicly-owned systems priority in ac
cess to BPA power. (The preference
clause became crucial in 1967, when
Bonneville first notified PGE and
PP&L of its insufficient ability to
continue to provide them with a total
allotment of low cost hydro power,
motivating the utilities to turn to
more expensive coal and nuclear
operations and creating the disparity
in which Washington’s public power
consumers now enjoy rates half that
paid by Oregon customers.
In May 1940, the Portland City
Council placed a PUD measure on
the ballot with the active support of
the BPA staff. The private utilities
were forced to fight harder than ever.
PEPCO-PGE president Franklin T.
Griffith argued in nearly 50 speeches
prior to the election that a PUD for
mation would result in the loss of city
tax revenues if the private utilities

ceased business (an argument not
heard mucti anymore in these days of
tax write-offs — PGE paid $10.00 in
state income tax in 1979.) PP&L
president Paul McKee argued against
the PUD as an erosion of the private
enterprise system (an argument still
very much in use — see the accompa
nying interview with PP&L vice presi
dent Glen Spicer.) A week before th e ^
election, the Oregon Journal and th e *
Oregonian ran full page ads signed by
“ prominent citizens” opposing the^
PUD. As a result of this massive c a m - \
paign (the Federal Power Commis
sion later charged the companies with
excessive spending and accused them
of transferring operating funds into
political activities), the PUD proposal
was voted down.
It was to be the last serious chal
lenge to the power of the private
utilities in Oregon for nearly 40 years.
Though PGE was forced into bank
ruptcy again in 1939, the company
was able to turn the short-term power
it bought from Bonneville into profits
as World War II brought new indus
try and an expanded population to
Portland. By the end of the war, both
PGE and PP&L were rolling along
quite profitably on Bonneville’s
cheap hydro power. Their rates, while
never as low as the public systems in
Washington, were low enough to
keep most of their customers satisfied. Persistent public power advocates could be branded “unAmerican” and “ anti-free enterprise,” a
dangerous charge in the post-war
climate of McCarthyism. It was not
until the early 1970s, when rising
rates and nuclear power politicized
the energy issue again, that public
sentiment would begin to turn back
toward the formation of PUDs.
The 1980 Election
With measures to form Public Util
ity Districts on the November ballot
in 12 Oregon counties, the opposing
forces are again joined on the elector
al battlefield in mortal combat. Al
though the statewide Public Power
Coalition is much broader and
stronger this year than in previous
elections, with increased labor sup
port joining long-time public power
advocates in the Grange (a rural or
ganization with mass support from
farmers), the Democratic Party, and
a core group of youthful activists
working ’round the clock with the
media and door-to-door canvassing,
PGE and PP&L will again outspend
their opponents by an astronomical
amount. And if their 50-year record
in such situations is any indication,
they will attempt to confuse the issue
with misleading slogans and charges
calculated to scare voters into accept-
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Private utilities label PUDs inefficient govern
ment bureaucracies despite the documented
fact that public utility systems nationwide
have much lower management costs than private
monopolies.

ing the status-quo.
Actually, unler Oregon’s two-step
ypprroocceeadu r e , tihnius fniirs it CelKeMctWioHn wvouilud
f merely commission, at a cost to the
taxpayers of approximately 2$ per
$1,000 assessed property value,
feasibility studies in the 12counties to
report on the potential advantages
and disadvantages of public power.
The PUDs could not float bond issues
to finance a takeover without another
election. However, the utilities are
treating the upcoming vote as a mat
ter of life and death. Apparently
they’re worried the feasibility studie;
would reveal the cost benefits ol
public power, so that the voters
would approve bond financing in the
\n e x t election. This would spell disas
ter for PGE in Multnomah County,
" th e heart of its operation where 80%
of its customers live. And if the
/^measures passed in the other 11 coun
ties (Clackamas, Clatsop, Coos,
Hood River, Jackson, Lincoln, Linn,
M a rio n , P o lk , W a s h in g to n ,
Yamhill), it could cut into PP&L’s
six-state operation by almost 40%.
Brieflv, the argument for PUDs is
that they provide customers with
cheaper service and democratic con
trol over energy decisions affecting
their lives. As it is now, rates are
determined by the Public Utilities
Commissioner appointed by the
governor. Under this structure, the
utility monopolies are guaranteed a
set rate o f return for their investors,
which must be comparable to what
stocks and bonds are selling for on
the open market. Although the Com
missioner has occasionally criticized
the utilities for bad management
(such is PGE’s decision to build an
expensive downtown office complex,
which they have since sold), for the
most pan, utility requests for higher
rates are routinely approved. The
most recert was PGE’s 19% increase
to cover the cost of its new Boardman
coal-fired generating plant.
Since 1973 when PGE and PP&L
were cut off Lorn their previous full
allottment of tow cost hydro power
from BonneviEe, their rates have
been rising constantly so that Port
land residents now pay twice as much
as PUD customers in Washington’s
Clark County. The reason is that
Clark County is still receiving its full
energy requirement from Bonneville.
BPA’s preference clause dictates that
publicly-owned energy systems in the
region have first rights to the energy
produced since the BPA system was
constructed by the federal govern
ment with taxpayer’s money. How
ever, this is soon to change; the BPA
has notified its public power cus
tomers that as of 1983, it will no
longer be able to guarantee their total
energy supply. Hence, the Washing
ton Public Power Supply System’s
decision to build five new nuclear
plants — all of them now years
behind schedule and billions of
dollars over their original estimated
cost.
Nevertheless, advocates of new
PUDs still believe they can offer
cheaper rates, because as public

10

bodies they can borrow money with
less interest to finance growth, and
because they don’t have to include
profits for stockholders in their rate
base. Oregon PUD supporters point
out that even in the days of plenty in
the ’50s and ’60s, Oregon’s private
customers paid more than Washing
ton’s public customers. Many PUD
proponents also criticize the utilities
decision to concentrate on coal and
nuclear plants as the most profitable
way to meet the region’s increased
energy demands. They feel that a
PUD, with an elected Board of Direc
tors responsible to local concerns,
would be more likely to promote con
servation and alternative energy pro
jects such as co-generation, wind
mills, midro-hydro (small-scale dams
on mountain creeks) and solar heat
ing. WPPSS’ embarassing experience
with nuclear power reveals that public
systems are subject to the same ma
nipulation and mistakes as the pri
vates, but the Eugene Water and
Electric Board’s decision not to particpate in any new nuclear plants is a
positive example of a public agency’s
ability to respond to changes in
popular opinion.
The private utilities counter these
arguments by labeling PUDs as inef
ficient government bureaucracies,
despite the documented fact that
public utility systems nationwide have
much lower management costs than
private monopolies. When their first
bluff is called, the utilities claim there
is no power available for new PUDs,
and toss out inflated billion dollar
figures as the cost of taking over their
facilities. Of course, the utilities also
contend they will not sell their power
to new PUDs without a court fight,
nor will they give up their property
short of condemnation proceedings.
Although the utilities try to portray
themselves as fair-minded public ser
vants, they have been known to play
dirty when they feel their backs are to
the wall. For example, in their 1978
election campaign against Ballot
Measure #4, the utilities coined the
slogan “ It puts you in debt without
your consent.” After being sued for
false advertising by the Public Power
Action Group — since #4 would only
have changed the election procedure,
without forming any new PUDs or
putting anyone in debt — the utilities
settled out of court for $4,000 dam
ages in a tacit admission of guilt.
Hanging over the battle like a cloud
is the stalled Pacific Northwest Elec
tric Power Planning and Conserva
tion Act, usually called the Northwest
regional power bill. The bill’s passage
will be decided by the lame duck ses
sion of Congress following the elec
tion, and it’s destiny will determine
who will have first access to Bonne
ville’s hydro-electric power, who will
pay for WPPSS’s ill-fated nuke
plants and who will direct local plan
ning for conservation programs and
alternative energy development.
Put together by a shaky coalition
of existing PUDs in Washington, pri
vate utilities in Oregon, and energyintensive aluminum companies re

ceiving direct service from Bonne
ville, and introduced in Congress by
Washington Senator Henry “ Scoop”
Jackson, the bill is a compromise be-,
tween these special interests. If
passed, the Bonneville Power Admin
istration would become a power
broker for the entire region. Utilities
could sell their costly energy from
coal and nuclear plants to Bonneville,
which would pool it with its cheaper
hydro resources and sell it back at an
equalized wholesale cost to public
and private utilities. WPPSS would
thereby be able to spread the debt for
its nuke plants — originally priced at
$4 billion, now at $16 billion, with
final estimates ranging as high as $46
billion — throughout the region.
(This might create a constitutional
conflict, as it circumvents the intent
of Ballot Measure #9, passed in 1978,
which prevents Oregonians from be
ing charged for power plants still
under construction.) The aluminum
companies would have their soon-toexpire direct-service contracts —
which swallow up nearly 25% of the
total electricity in the region —
renewed, though at a higher price.
And PGE and PP&L eould offer rate
relief to their hard-pressed and in
creasingly angry residential cus
tomers, thus decreasing the likelyhood of a PUD formation.
Opponents of the bill, including
Oregon congressman Jim Weaver,
claim it sets up BPA Administrator
and long-time Jackson aide Sterling
Munroe as the “ energy czar” of the
Northwest. The bill is written they
say, so that the administrator can
override regional authorities to
finance new nuclear plants, should he
deem that action necessary. Also,
while the bill mandates conservation
incentives, it camouflages the cost of
new thermal plants by averaging all
costs together. BPA guarantees the
purchase of output or capacity from
new power plants, so unexpected cost
overruns and operating problems —
including the risk of a so’called “ dry
hole” — fall directly to the rate
payers. Public power advocates also
object to the bill’s modification of the
preference clause as a disincentive to
the formation of PUDs, although
new PUDs are guaranteed full requirements contracts under the bill,
and there is a provision whereby
private utilities’ contracts can be
cancelled if there is not enough power
to supply preference customers.
The utilities were expecting to have
the bill passed prior to the election so
that they could promise rate relief to
voters. Weaver’s determined opposi
tion, which put off the vote until the
lame duck session in November, was
a blow to their hopes. Weaver now
has more time to consolidate his posi
tion, improving the chances that the
bill can be stopped.
Meanwhile, the intense campaigns
for and against PUD proposals con
tinue. The utilities have their usual
media blitz under way, and they have
also formed “ citizens committees” in
the counties affected by the vote to
give the appearance of grassroots

support for their position. The Public
Power Coalition has closed ranks
after a split over the advisability of
backing a billion-dollar renewable\
energy initiative in this election. (The
measure did not acquire enough sig
natures to make the ballot.) The
Grange, which has directed the previ
ous campaigns for public power in
this decade, is keeping a lower profile
this time, as dedicated young activists
directed by State representative Rick
Bauman handle most of the Multno
mah County operation.
The PUD proponents believe they
are riding a trend. In 1974, a public
power measure received 24% of the
vote in Portland. In 1976, it received
36%. In 1978, Ballot Measure # 4 ^
drew 46% of the vote statewide. “ I’m *
optimistic the mood of the people is
more in favor of public power than ak
anytime since I’ve been working for \
it,” comments Grange leader W.C.
Harris. “ I think people are beginning
to see through the private utilities’
tactics,” adds Rhys Scholes of the
Public Power Information Center.
“ Our job is to inform the voters.
Their job is to confuse people. I
believe we’re gonna win.”
An Interview With PP&L

On September 23rd, we interviewed
Glen Spicer, PP&L’s Assistant Vicepresident for Consumer Affairs and a
coordinator for the company’s elec
tion strategy, in his office at PP&L’s
corporate headquarters in downtown
Portland. Mr. Spicer was very gener
ous with his time, and willingly ex
plained PP&L‘S positions regarding
our questions. We then showed Mr.
Spicer’s answers to a panel of public
power experts. As you will see, many
of his statements are open to serious
contention.
CSQ: I ’ve run into a lot o f simpleminded propaganda about this issue.
I ’m going to try and ask some hard
questions, some o f the same hard
questions that I asked the public
power proponents.
Spicer: Sure.
CSQ: First, to put the issue in per
spective, what would you say is the
basic philosophical argument fo r
Oregonians to continue with investorowned utilities when much o f the
world now considers energy service to
belong in the public domain? For ex
ample, Nebraska has been 100%
public power fo r quite awhile.
Spicer: In the case of Nebraska, the
state went into the public power busi
ness a good many years ago with pro
mises of cheaper rates and ample
power supply and all the things you
normally hear from people who have
a desire to nationalize the industry.
Right now, the state of Nebraska’s
rates are almost double what you pay
as a Pacific customer here in the
Northwest. Their power supply is
very critical. As a matter of fact,
they’re almost on the basis of curtail
ing industry in that area. Those facts
you can check for yourself.
Our basic assumption is that
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It is no more ridiculous for the public to own its
own energy system than it is for it to own its
own schools, sewer systems, police and fire
protection or any other necessary public service.

investor-owned utilities can do a bet
ter job. I’ll give you a good example.
In the case of the Trojan nuclear
/p lan t, built by Portland General Elec
tric, the total investment per cus
tomer is about $1,000. In the case of
the nuclear plants built by the publics
in the state of Washington, their
share on a per customer basis exceeds
$30,000. They’re inefficient. They’re
managed by a board that doesn’t
have the knowledge of the business.
The basic philosophy of energy being
managed by non-professionals is
ridiculous. The issue is: do you want
your energy problems managed by
business enterprise, or do you want it
managed by government enterprise?
Comment: We took Mr. Spicer’s
■advice and did check the facts and we
have to conclude that his answer contains several misleading & inaccurate
statements. Ffrst, forming a PUD has
nothing to do with nationalizing the
industry. It is the establishment of
ates to Oregon’s rates is
Nebra
like comparing apples to donuts. Orepower from the Bonneville system
which the private utilities have shared
in. A more valid comparison would
be between Nebraska’s Public Power
District rates and neighboring Iowa's
private rates. The fact is that
Nebraska’s are almost 50% cheaper.
(Nationwide public systems are 43%
cheaper than private systems.) Ne
braska’s Public Power District cur
rently has a surplus, not a shortage,
of energy. They are not curtailing in
dustry .
Third, we’re not sure how Spicer
arrived at his population figures, but
his cost per customer comparison be
tween Trojan and the Washington
P ublic Pow er Supply System
(WPPSS) plants is irrelevant. PGE’s
contracts for the construction o f Tro
jan were written before increasing in
flation and more stringent Atomic
Energy Commission requirements
drove the price tot all nuJcai con-

out the state. It’s pure and simple —
the PUD proponents have nothing to
lose. Our stockholders have a lot to
lose. And it should be made clear that
that (money) is not being supported
by the ratepayers. Its being supported
by the stockholders. That’s the law.
Comment: Simple, perhaps, not

te Govern
the Oregonians
ment Takeover books showed less
lunds came from
Diego
tai ot
$400,000) came directly from PGE
and PP&L. The rest was pm up by
■•
s e p a ra tio n o f ra te p a y e r a n d
stockholder costs is basically a false
issue. Ratepayer expetses pay for the
company’s operating costs. as well as
providing a return on investments to
stockholders (called dividends, or
profits). If that money is used fur
political purposes, (he stockholders
receive less in dividends. Then the
company comes in for a rate increase,
claiming (hey need a higher “ rale of
return” to insure investor confidence.
Guess who picks up the lab. Inciden
tally. PP&L stockholders with “ a lot
to lose.” are, for the most part, large
Eastern financial institutions like
Merrill Lynch and Dean Witter.

more ridiculous for the public to own
energy ■y
■m ’
to own its own schools, sewer sys
tems, police and fire protection, or
any other necessary public service.

CSQ: How much influence would
you say that PP&L has on the politics
o f this state? I ’ve heard it said that
the first group that Governor A tiyeh
met with after his election was repre
sentatives o f the utilities . . .
Spicer: If I had to put it on a scale
of 1 to 10 how effective we are in con
trolling the politics in the state of
Oregon, I’d give it about a 2. Or 1.
None of those people (the legislators)
are utility-oriented. None of ’em are
big business-oriented. Most of their
philosophy is totally against that. I
don’t think we have any influence at
all with Atiyeh, Lobdell (Oregon’s
Public Utilities Commissioner) or
anybody else in the regulatory pro
cess. If it was true, you wouldn’t see
the state siting council raising such a
fuss on what we would like to do.
This whole thing you hear about the
utilities having the regulatory process
and the politicians in their pocket is a
bunch of crap. It just isn’t so.

CSQ: PP&L outspent its opposi
tion and handily defeated three pre
vious initiatives in the last decade to
have the city o f Portland take over its
facilities. This year, PUD proponents
have told me they feel they have the
best chance they’ve ever had to win.
The utilities have been reported as
organizing ‘‘citizen’s committees” in
the counties affected by the election.
You’re on file as estimating $840,000,
or “whatever it takes, ” as what you
plan to spend. M y question is — what
specifically is the company’s relation
ship in terms o f bankrolling these
committees?
Spicer: Oh, we’ve helped bankroll
them, obviously, but they’re also be
ing bankrolled by thousands of other
people, independent citizens through

Comment: Crap? As the head of
the Oregon State Department of
Transportation under both Republi
can and Democratic administrations,
the late Glenn Jackson was widely re
garded as the most powerful man in
the state. In addition to serving on the
boards of many other Northwest cor
poration',. Jackson was President and
then Chairman o f the Board of
PP&L. Jackson reportedly used to
call on then-Governor Bob Straub
twice a day. It's true that Governor
Atiyeh's first appointee to the Public
Utilities Commission was so industrybiased the State Senate refused to ap
prove him. But it PP&L really
V
trolling legislative politics, why did
they spend $393,000 on lobbying ef-

forts last year? They must have
thought they were buying something
for their money._________________
CSQ: In the long run, since PUDs
can borrow money at lower interest
rates, without having to pay a rate o f
return to stockholders, how do you
see that your rates will ever be as
cheap as theirs?
Spicer: Our embedded cost of
capital at Pacific Power and Light is
about 714 % (interest), because you
take all the old debt, which we got at
three and four percent, and the new
debt, which is going almost as low as
the publics. That embedded cost of
capital will continue on for many
years, whereas if the publics go into
the market today for money, they’re
going to pay 10% (interest) — no
question about it.
Now publics have to make a profit
too. They just call it a different thing.
You look at any public agency in the
Northwest th at’s successful and
you’ll see a hell of a bunch of money
on the books that’s been retained
from the ratepayers. If they were tru
ly non-profit, they’d either reduce
that rate, or they’d give it back at the
end of the year.
Comment: Mr. Spicer is being^ghb
when he compares PP&L’s embedded

raise* capital in three
ways; selling bonds, selling preferred
stock and is
rmmon stock.
of the three, and PP&L’s average in
terest on these bonds . 7 ’4%
However, the company’s average
overall cost of capital as determined
by the Public Utility Commissioner is
over 10%, and it’s going up, since
their most recent bond sale was
reported in the Oregon Journal on
October 8 at fourteen percent. There
is no doubt that a feasibility study
would show that a new PUD can raise
funds cheaper than PP&L and PGE.
As for a PUD’s so-called profit —
in a public utility, the retained earn
ings are re-invested in improving the
system, just as in any business. The
difference is who owns the system. In
a publicly-owned system, the con
sumer owns the equity. Clark County
bought its system in the late 1940s for
$5.3 million. Today it’s worth over
$80 million on the books. In real
terms, that amounts to about $1,000
< ...
per person in value.
CSQ: I have a poll here you con
ducted indicating that the key words
fo r voters in the 1978 election cam
paign on Ballot Measure H4 were
taxes and increased bureaucracy. I
want to ask you a couple o f questions
about this.
Spicer: Sure.
CSQ: ILTiy do you call revenue
bond financing a lien against people’s
property?
Spicer: Revenue bond financing is
a lien against the rates. The bonding
companies who buy the bonds from a
public agency are no different than
ours. They must get a return on their

investment. The state of Oregon has a
restriction of 8% on whata PUD can
sell a bond for. People ignore that
fact. There’s no bonding company i n \
the United States today tha'. will han
dle a bond for a public ajency for
8%. So they’re dreaming to think
they could ever go into business
without a change in the law. We have
never said revenue bonds are a lien on
property. However, in the lav itself,
it does state that if revenues are not
sufficient to meet the requirements of
the bonds in the district, people can
te taxed. No PUD has ever done it.
Bat it is in the law.
Comment: As Mr. Spicer says, no
PUD has ever taxed its constituents.^
Oregon's four operating
have*
sold millions of d
, of
bondsand they have never increased^

provisioi in bonds is
tikts
agree to aise the rates if necessary to
meet bonl requirements, not keep the
rates down by taxing instead. Talk of
taxes seem* to be a scare tactic.
He is right about the 8% restric
tion. However, there is a statute al
lowing “ special districts” to sell at up
to 10%, which might supersede the
PUD law. If not, the law will have to
be changed, which shouldn’t be im
possible.
CSQ: Why do you call PUDs a new
and costly bureaucracy when we
already have a bureaucracy o f state
regulators — the Public Utilitie;
Commission. It seems to me that the
PUDs in some ways constitute lets
bureaucracy between the people aid
the decision-making process thin
what we have now.
Spicer: That’s exactly what it is.Its
a new and costly bureaucracy. V/hy
buy a power system when you already
own it? And that’s basically vhat
you’re doing. If you look at the total
need for funds through condemna
tion to take all of the investor-owned
utility property out of the state of
Oregon, it’s almost 4 billion dollars.
Almost 4 billion dollars.
Comment: “ Why buy a power
system when
ah
it?”
That’s easy for him to say! PP&L ai(d
PGE ratepayers own nothing and
have virtually no control over manOms, not
owners. By the way, I think he avoid
ed the
CSQ: How do you arrive at that
figure o f 4 billion dollars?
Spicer: It’s simply based on the
historical buy-out cost all over the
Northwest for the last 25 years.
Comment: The industry yardstick
for buy-out costs over the last 25 to
30 years has been annual revenue
times the figure 5.5. This may have
been an accurate formula in the past,
but ii has little application now tor
the following reason: The formula
takes into account the costs o f every
thing PGE and PP&L own, including
coal and nuclear plants, because these
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The Public Utility Commissioner will not allow
PP&L and PGE to go bankrupt, even when the
utility's problems result from mismanagement.
Ratepayers absorb the costs of such mis
management.

dousiy in recent years, in large part
/ d u e to tie cost of constructing and
operating these plants, the cost of
distributing power has gone up very
little. Therefore, when you apply this
5.5 times the annual revenue formula
to the cost of the distribution facili
ties (the facilities a new PUD would
buy), you artificially inflate their
value to the $4 billion figure. PP&L
and FGE’s total combined invest
ment in distribution facilities is less
than SI billion based on their book
value on file with Federal Enegy
Regulation Commission.
CSQ: What if a PUD wants U buy
power from you?

*

Spicer: We don’t know what the
law will require. If we just flatsaid we
will not sell to a PUD, we d o ft know
that that’s true, simply because we
don’t know what the court' will rule.
There is no provision now in the law
that says that we, a private, investorowned company, must seL to a public
agency.
CSQ: Well, what are you going to
do with the power y o u ’ve been selling
to your Oregon customers?

Spicer: Our normal growth in demand will take up most anything
we’re faced with losing. There’s am
ple market for the darn stuff. Besides
that not only us, but every utility in
the Northwest is facing a shortage
coming up. No question about it; you
get a bad weather situation and we’re
all going to be curtailing. Turning off

lights. That’s pretty much on the
horizon.

ized power. A nd it’s not like it’s out
o f their pockets. I f they spend $5
million, they’ll ju st raise the rates. ”

Comment: PP&L and PGE have

Spicer: That’s not so.
CSQ: That’s my question: Are you

recently been caught talking out of
both sides of their mouths on this
subject. They say they have no power
to sell a new PUD, and if they did,
they’d sell it at their marginal cost
(the cost of power from their most ex
pensive facility.) However, in the
hearings on the Domestic and Rural
Power Authority (DRPA) bill, they
testified they would sell DRPA long
term, firm power at average system
cost. So they’ve admitted that there
will be power available. Based on re
cent court decisions, the Federal
Energy Commission will probably re
quire them to sell that power at
average system cost. The courts will
not allow them to operate in a
discriminatory or anti-competitive
manner. It’s indicative o f their at
titude. however, that they apparently
would rather see their former cus
tomers freeze In the dark .
CSQ: I spoke recently with a man
who used to work fo r Pacific Power
and Light, and one o f the things he
told me was, " I f you sat in on a cock
tail conversation with PP& L execu
lives, y o u ’d know they laugh at solar
power. They claim they spent $5
million or so on alternative energy
but what they do is give money to
Edison Electric, whose research is
highly influenced by the utilities. Its
not in their interest to develop solar
power. They d on ’t go fo r decentral

serious about renewables and conser
vation?

Spicer: Absolutely. There’s a book
we just put out on solar — one of the
best pamphlets in the country. We
were the first utility in the nation to
have zero financing for weatheriza
tion of homes. Of course we’re seri
ous. Totally serious. Any new plants
that we bring on the line, if we can
build them at all, are too expensive.
Comment: Tney were the first utili
ty to come up vith weatherization on
ly because the Oregon legislature
mandated that the private utilities im
plement conservation programs. As
of Decembet 31, 1979, PP&L had
spent over ?5
much money
on new thermal plants not yet pro
ducing electricity as they had on their
weatherization program. They may
take out full page newspaper ads tell
ing ns how serious th O’ are about
conservation, but the facts indicate

CSQ: What about the so-called
"dry-hole” clause fo r new power
plants in the Northwest Power Bill
that Congressman Weaver has ob
jected to; does it transfer risks from
the investors to the ratepayers?
Spicer: Yeah. I’d say that it does. I
think that’s true in anything you do in
the United States. The consumer ab

sorbs all the costs whether the cor
poration can stay in business or not.
CSQ: In the event o f a 3-Mile
Island-type incident with one o f th e\
nukes in Washington or with Trojan,
would the ratepayers have to asume
the costs?
Spicer: No matter what anybody in
business does, the consumer pays the
cost, whether it’s utilities or anything
else. If they don’t, they (the compan
ies) go out of business, pure and sim
ple. Chrysler Corporation is a good
example.

Comment: The comparison with
Chrysle
t. Like Congress, the
Public Utility Commissioner will not
allow PP&L and PGE to go
bankrupt, even when the utility’s pro- “
blems result from mismanagement.
Ratepayers absorb the costs of such
mismanagement. What Mr. Spicer \
wishes to ignore is that ratepayers are
increat
luctant to assume all
the risks of running a business while
receiving none of the benefits. Public
control of energy management deci
sions, through the formation of
Public Utility Districts, is the obvious

(Our thanks to Terry Anderson,
David Milholland, Gus Norwood and
Eric Stachon fo r their help with this
article. Much o f the historical infor
mation was taken from E. Kimbark
M acColl’s book The Growth o f a
City, Georgian Press, 1978).
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By Rory Tyler

uclear power has become one of
the most volatile issues on the
American political scene, and
though it was once hailed as the an
swer to our future energy needs, no
new commercial nuclear power plants
have been built in the United States
since 1976. Questions of safety, sky
rocketing costs and the disposal of
hazardous wastes seem to have taken
the blush off the nuclear rose. It is in
the area of waste disposal especially
that critics are concerned about the
direction — or lack of it — of the in
dustry. Both government and in
dustry actions have been character
ized by benign neglect and adminis
trative confusion. At the same time,
recent studies show that the problem
of waste disposal is technically far
mere difficult than previously sup
posed.
In a dozen states, including
Oregon, storage of high-level radio
active waste (HLW), or spent reactor
fue, is illegal, and there are no facili
ties anywhere in the United States for
pernanent disposal of such wastes.
As t result, spent fuel is piling up at
reacor sites around the country, such
as tie Trojan plant on the Columbia
Rivei where 33 tons of this highly
radioictive material is being “ temporarly” stored in a large “ swim
ming pool” next to the reactor site.
Intended only for storage until the
hot fue. cools somewhat, such pools
are rapidly filling up, and some reac
tors mayhave to begin shutting down
as early as 1983 unless a permanent
solution is reached.
Critics aid proponents of nuclear
power alike want to see the waste
problem solved. In Oregon there will
be a measure on the ballot this
November — Ballot Measure 7 —

N

which will allow voters to voice their
opinions on this crucial subject. This
ballot measure would, first, require
that a permanent solution to the
alwaste disposal dilemma be found
before any new atomic reactors could
be built in the state. Second, the ap
proval of additional reactor sites
would rest with the voters rather than
with the governor’s five-member
Oregon Energy Facility Siting Coun
cil, which now has sole authority for
such decisions.
(Ballot Measure 7 is not the first at
tempt to enact this kind of legislation.
State Senaor Jan Wyers, the prime
sponsor of the measure, says, “ We
tried to passa similar bill through the
Oregon legishture. It got through the
House, but net the Senate. It’s such a
controversial i.sue that a lot of legis
lators don’t wtnt to take a position
on it. Conventional wisdom says you
need the support of the banks and
utilities to get elected and that has a
very intimidating effect. There’s a lot
of overlap between the banks and the
utilities, with the banks involved in
purchasing bonds for new construc
tion.”
Wyers points to other factors that
stymied legislation — such as the fact
that the top administrator of Equit
able Savings and Loan is also on the
board of PGE — but says, “ We took
a poll at the time and found that 80
percent of the people supported waste
disposal legislation, so we decided to
go the route of the initiative
petition.” )
The Search for Solutions

After 30 years and thousands of
studies, no nuclear waste has been
permanently disposed of in a licensed
facility. Currently, about 74 million
gallons of high-level waste are being

stored in steel tanks and bins at the
Department of Energy’s three major
at
la b o r a to r ie s
H a n f o rd ,
Washington; Savannah River, South
Carolina; and Idaho Falls, Idaho. By
1984, 810 metric tons of spent reactor
fuels will be scattered around the
country at reactor cooling pools. By
1996 that figure will go up to a mini
mum of 25,500 metric tons. Twentysix million tons of uranium mill tail
ings, which give off radium and
radon gas, lie at various sites around
the western U.S., including one such
dump near Lakeview in Southeastern
Oregon. Almost 2,000 cubic meters
of low-level waste (LLW), like rinsing
and decontamination solutions and
contaminated clothing and equip
ment, are buried at temporary sites
around the country. By the year 2000
it is estimated that there will be
enough radioactive waste in the
United States to build a four-lane
highway, coast to coast.
One answer to the disposal prob
lem — and the one that the industry
had been counting on almost from
the inception of “ Atoms for Peace”
in 1956 — is reprocessing. In the in
dustry scenario, spent fuel would be
taken to a special facility where it
would be chopped up and the compo
nent elements separated from each
other in an acid bath. The uranium
and plutonium derived from such a
process would be re-used as reactor
fuel. Plutonium is only used in
“ breeder reactors,” so called because
they produce more plutonium than
they use. No such commercial facility
exists in the United States today.
At West Valley, N.Y., the only
commercial reprocessing plant to
operate in the United States now sits
idle. For six years — from 1966 to
1972 — it reprocessed spent fuel,
mostly military. In 1972 it was closed

down to rectify problems of high
radiation exposures to workers and
other technical troubles which made
it uneconomical to run. The plant
never re-opened. During its six years,
the West Valley facility processed 625
metric tons of spent fuel and accum
ulated huge amounts of waste, in
cluding one tank with 600,000 gallons
of liquid, high-level waste. Nearly all
of the radioactivity has settled to the
bottom of the tank in the form of a
thick, radioactive sludge. Although
the tank was meant as a temporary
storage measure, no technology exists
to remove the sludge.
At Morris, Illinois, General Elec
tric built an innovative reprocessing
plant in an attempt to cut the high
costs of separating usable fuels from
waste. However, essential steps in the
process could not be sustained for
more than a few hours, and G.E. shut
the plant down. Today, despite oppo
sition from citizens and state govern
ment, Morris is being considered as a
site for spent fuel from reactors with
a storage problem.
In 1977 the President put a halt to
all reprocessing plans, since making
plutonium an item of commerce was
seen as a grave threat to national
security. Plutonium is now worth
more per pound than heroin and
there are plenty of people who would
like to get their hands on the bomb
grade metal.
Nuclear proponents like to point
out that reprocessing is being done in
France and Russia. There, waste
products are separated from the spent
fuel by acids by a process known as
vitrification. Waste products from
the spent fuel are then converted into
a fine powder which is mixed with
glass and disposed of in underground
chambers. The French plan is to keep
these glass blocks in shallow under

flu te s ♦ w .e a rs ♦ m a n d o lin s ♦ b a n jo s ♦ fid d le s ♦ w h istle s
piccolos ♦ u n u su a l folk in s tr u m e n ts ot m anv v a rie tie s
books and recoMs o f traditional Celtic and other folk musics.
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By the year 2000 it is estimated that there will be
enough radioactive waste in the United States to
build a hour-lane highway, coast to coast.
ground burial spaces for 50 to 60
years until they cool somewhat, and
then move them to deeper chambers
permanently. Hopefully, these blocks
will not pose a health hazard for the
250,000 to 1,000,000 years it will take
some of the radioactive elements to
decay below the level of natural uran
ium ore.
The French, however, in their rush
to achieve energy independence, did
not study the viability of the tech
nologies they now use. Recent
American studies have characterized
glass as highly susceptible to reaction
and leaching if exposed to ground
water and high temperatures. These
are the chief problems with geological
disposal. Ada Sanchez, a nationally
recognized speaker and columnist on
nuclear issues living in Portland, says
that the French glass blocks are
already leaching. “ I don’t see how
they could go on with their plans to
dispose of the waste in the deep for
mations, if they can’t succeed with
the first step.” In 1979, a report by an
Interagency Review Group on Nu
clear Waste Management concluded
that ‘‘glass is by no means the best
material for immobilizing wastes.”
The first suggestion for disposing
of wastes in geological formations
came in 1951, with bedrock being the
material of choice. Twenty-one years
later this option was turned down.
The U.S. Geological Survey feels that
heat produced by the waste could
create thermal expansion and con
traction that could breach any con
tainers placed in rock formations.
Also, there are always some cracks
through which water could flow in
rock formations, and the expansion
and contraction could accentuate this
problem. Burial in salt beds was sug
gested in 1957, but it wasn’t until 10
years later that the first experiments

were carried out. At that time, the
military — the only producers of
nuclear waste up to the 1960s —
wanted to dispose of their waste
where it was generated: weapons
facilities in Washington, Idaho and
South Carolina. They wanted to do
this even though scientific reports had
said that none of these sites was geo
logically suitable for anything but
very dilute, low-level wastes.
‘‘Project Salt Vault” finally began
near Lyons, Kansas, in 1967 and end
ed in 1969 when it was discovered that
hundreds of thousands of gallons of
water in a nearby underground reser
voir had disappeared. In 1972 the
Atomic Energy Commission learned
that the Lyons site was pock-marked
with old, uncapped oil exploration
holes “ about like a piece of Swiss
cheese.”
The next experiments in salt took
place in the Delaware Basin of South
east New Mexico. There, test holes
ran into large pockets of brine, pres
surized by explosive, toxic gases.
Other problems with salt repositories
held up the development of any new
disposal site. For one thing, micro
scopic pockets of brine, from the an
cient seas that produced the salt beds,
could burst due to heat from the
waste, and collect around the waste
containers. The highly corrosive brine
could dissolve the containers and
their contents, releasing wastes into
the underground environment. There
is a question as to whether the wastes
would remain isolated in that envi
ronment. Salt beds have been altered
in ways that geologists do not yet
understand. In the Delaware Basin,
for example, up to 50 percent of the
salt has already been dissolved.
Because of these and other problems,
salt has lost its appeal as an attractive
medium for geological disposal.

While other mediums, such as
granite, basalt, and clay deposits in
deep ocean basins, are presently being
studied, the Interagency Review
Group estimates that the first ade
quate geological repository could be
ready no sooner than 1995, if then.
Despite this, the report suggests the
establishment of a “ demonstration
repository” in salt before 1995 — due
to industry pressure, critics believe —
even though it recognizes salt’s short
comings. W. Kenneth Davis, vice
president of the National Academy of
Engineering and a top official of
Bechtel Power Corporation, a giant
of the atomic industry, upon reading
the first draft of the report, wrote
that the report’s “ conclusions should
be changed [in the interest of] getting
on with a realistic program which will
enable nuclear power to move ahead
exp editiously....” Principally as a
result of these and other criticisms by
Davis, parts of the report were re
written several times, including the
addition of the “ demonstration re
pository” in salt.
The Quick Fix

Because geological disposal lies far
in the future and the need for spent
fuel disposal sites is pressing, the
nuclear industry has been pushing
Congress for “ quick-fix” legislation.
This legislation would allow for ex
panded on-site storage of spent fuel,
u n lic e n s e d
“ d e m o n s tr a tio n ”
repositories, and the creation of
“ Away From Reactor” (AFR) stor
age facilities. These demonstration
repositories and AFRs would be fi
nanced initially by assessing utilities
for the wastes they bring to the site.
The federal government would then
assume all future costs for storing the
materials. (The Senate passed a bill in

July which includes these provisions
and which also favors perpetual sur
face or near-surface storage, rather
than geological depositories. These
storage facilities would be replaced as
they deteriorate or fail to contain the
wastes. This is just the kind of “ solu
tion” to the waste problem that
Lloyd Marbet and other nuclear crit
ics are afraid the industry will hail as
an answer to the question. Commit
tees in the House of Representatives
are still trying to reach agreement on
a House version of the bil. If they
do, the bill could come up tea vote of
the full House during the kme duck
session after the November elections.)
Transportation of nuclearwastes is
another area of concern. Vhen the
time comes to move spent fuel from
reactor to storage sites, it wll be done
either by rail or highway in huge, ex
tremely heavy casks. Shodd one of
these containers break beciuse of an
accident, sabotage or defective casks,
the results could be devastiting. Sev
eral state and local governnents have
already banned shipment of radio
active wastes through ther jurisdic
tions, but the Departmen of Trans
portation (DOT) holds that these
rules are not legitimate b:cause they
violate the rules of intestate com
merce. DOT has been trying to
develop programs that tley feel pro
vide some extra measure of protec
tion to the public. DOTs own secur
ity plans include rout* inspections,
secret travel plans, andarmed guards.
How much will waste disposal
cost? A Department of Energy Task
Force Report in 1978 estimated that
interim and final disposal will cost
between $15 billion and $25 billion by
the end of the century. The DOE esti
mates are rough and do not include
costs accrued past the year 2000.
Whatever the final costs, they will ul-
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timately be borne by ratepayers and
taxpayers.
Across the board, costs for nuclear
power have gone up at astronomical
rates. Five planned reactors in the
state of Washington, for example,
have gone from an estimated cost of
$4 billion in 1970 to $17 billion in
1980. These figures do not include the
total costs of the plants, either. A
study by Battelle Laboratories, one of
the major nuclear contractors for the
U.S. government, found that the hid
den costs which the government pays
for — such as research and develop
ment and fuel enrichment — effec
tively double the cost of power from a
reactor the age and size of Trojan.
These figures do not include the costs
of waste management and decom
missioning.
It is for reasons such as these that
Peter Bergel, the state campaign man
ager for Measure 7, likes the voter ap
proval aspect of the bill. “ We’ve been

finding that there are a lot of other
ways to meet energy needs,” Bergel
says. “ Conservation is a big one.
Solar. Hydro. Geothermal. Industrial
co-generation. In Germany they re
use close to 40 percent of their indus
trial power. In the U.S. it’s about 6
percent. The cost of these alternatives
has come down over the last few
years, while the cost of nuclear has
gone up. Right now the alternatives
cost roughly the same or less as
nuclear, without the safety problems.
If we keep dumping dollars into the
nukes, where are we going to get the
capital to develop the alternatives?
“ Another strong point in our favor
is that these alternatives create more
jobs, substantially more jobs, than an
equal amount of money spent on nu
clear power creates. We think that the
more people find put about the alter
natives the less favorably they’ll view
nuclear. They have a right to decide
what gets done with their money.”

In response to those who say that
Measure 7 effectively constitutes a
ban on nuclear energy, Bergel coun
ters, “ The only way this thing con
stitutes a ban is if the industry can’t
deliver on their promise of the last 20

I|

years that there is such a thing as safe
disposal of nuclear wastes. Or if the
people of Oregon decide that there
are better things that can be done
with their billions than building an
other white elephant.”

What the ( ri
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Though Measure 7 was clearly not drafted by the utilities, critics o f nuclear |
z power arc not 100% behind it. U ayd Marbett, an intervenor fo r seven years |
| just afraid that waste disposal problem is not the greatest problem with the

| can bet the industry will do everything it can to win the siting election.
| to confront the issue. ”
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You Can Pick Your Nose, But . . .
D ear friends, g en tle re a d e rs, fed-up citizens,
It's b e e n said that you can pick your friends a n d you can pick your
nose, but you c a n 't pick your friend's nose. W e h e re at The C linton St.
Q uarterly c o u ld n 't a g re e m ore. But w e'd like you to consider the p o ssi
bility that you can pick a b e tte r p e rio d ica l. If you've grow n tired of the
snotty attitude, shoddy re p o rta g e a n d overall lack of class of your daily
or weekly new sp ap er, then it's tim e to switch to The Clinton St. Q u a r
terly. The Q uarterly is our own special b len d of hard -h ittin g feature
journalism a n d senseless, nutso com m entary, a n d it's sure to take the
unseem ly "m ellow '' out of your re a d in g , m uch the way Babo rem oves
m ildew from your show er cu rtain .
lust to show you how g o o d our p a p e r really is, w e're g o in g to s e ll you
four copies of this absolutely free journal for five dollars. You h e a rd us,
five dollars! So that you w on't think w e've gone com pletely bonkers,
how ever, w e're g oing to throw five free C linton St. T heatre passes into
the b a rg a in . . . that m eans four fresh, clean copies of th e N orthwest's
most titillating tabloid a n d five free evenings in P o rtla n d 's p ro u d est
m ovie em porium for five dollars! Four plus five plu s five . . . that's fo u r
tee n , folks! W e really have g o n e aro u n d the b e n d .
Here is my five dollars. Hurry up and send me my four CSQs and five
theatre passes before they ship you guys to the funny farm.
Name ________ ___________________________________________________ _
Address ______________________________________ __________________ _
C
Illustration by Dana Hoyle
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The foregoing tales are essentially sagas o f power: how personal initiative fares against the entrenched interests o f a bureau
cracy, the ways corporate wealth and clout battle challenges from the grassroots, and why industrial greed and bungling
flourish. These are some o f the specific issues that characterize A merican politics in 1980.
Below are selections from writings which we think offer some insights into the nature o f politics. In the five essays that
follow , The Clinton St. Quarterly examines some o f the politics ’ more bizarre and astonishing aspects present and past, and we
end up with a rather salutary offering fo r these times o f cynicism and despair. Browse with us now through the following pages
and approach, if you dare . . .

Heart g f the Beast
Plunkitt of Tammany Hall
verybody is talkin’ these days about Tammany men growin’ rich on graft,
but nobody thinks o f drawin’ the distinction between honest graft and
dishonest graft. There’s all the difference in the world between the two.
many o f our men have grown rich in politics. I have myself. I ’ve made a big fo r 
tune out o f the game, and I ’m gettin’ richer every day, but I ’ve not gone in fo r
dishonest graft — blackmailin ’ gamblers, saloonkeepers, disorderly people, etc.
— and neither has any o f the men who have made big fortunes in politics.
There’s an honest graft, and I ’m an example o f how it works. I might sum up
the whole thing by sayin’: “ I seen my opportunities and I took ’em. ”
Just let me explain by examples. My party’s in power in the city, and it’s goin’
to undertake a lot o f public improvements. Well, I ’m tipped off, say, that they’re
going to lay out a new park at a certain place.
I see my opportunity and I take it. I go to that place and I buy up all the land I
can in the neighborhood. Then the board o f this or that makes its plan public,
and there is a rush to get my land, which nobody cared particular fo r before.
A in ’t it perfectly honest to charge a good price and make a profit on my invest
ment and foresight? O f course it is. Well, that’s honest graft.
Or suppose ’ it’s a new bridge they ’re goin ’ to build. I get tipped o f f and I buy
as much property as I can that has to be taken fo r approaches. I sell at my own
price later on and drop some more money in the bank.
Wouldn ’t you ? I t’s just like lookin ’ ahead in Wall Street or in the coffee or cot
ton market. I t ’s honest graft, and I ’m lookin’ fo r it every day in the year. I will
tell you frankly that I ’ve got a good lot o f it, to o .. . . The city is repavin ’ a street
I ’ve told you how I got rich by honest graft. Now, let me tell you that most
politicians who are accused of robbin’ the city get rich the same way.
They didn ’t steal a dollar jrom the city treasury. They ju st seen their oppor
tunities and took them. That is why, when a reform administration comes in and
spends a half-million dollars in tryin ’ to fin d the public robberies they talked
about in the campaign, they don’t fin d them.
The books are always all rght. The money in the city treasury is all right.
Everything is all right. A ll the; can show is that the Tammany heads o f depart
ments looked after their friends, within the law, and gave them what oppor
tunities they could to make honest graft. Now, let me tell you that’s never goin’ to
hurt Tammany with the people. Every good man looks after his friends, and any
man who doesn ’t isn’t likely to be popular. I f I have a good thing to hand out in
private life, I give it to a friend Why shouldn’t I do the same in public life?
Another kind o f honest graft. Tammany has raised a good many salaries.
There was an awful howl by the reformers, but don’t you know that Tammany
gains ten votes fo r every one it lost by salary raisin’?
The Wall Street banker thinks it shameful to raise a department clerk’s salary
from $1500 to $1800 a year, but every man who draws a salary himself says:
“ That’s all right. I wish it was me. ” A nd he feels very much like votin’ the Tam
many ticket on election day, just out o f sympathy.
Tammany was beat in 1901 because the people were deceived into believin ’ that
it worked dishonest graft. They didn’t draw a distinction between dishonest and
honest graft, but they saw that some Tammany men grew rich, and supposed they
had been robbin ’ the city treasury or levyin ’ blackmail on disorderly houses, or
workin’ in with the gamblers and lawbreakers.
As a matter o f policy, i f nothing else, why should the Tammany leaders go into
such dirty business, when there is so much honest graft lyin ’ around when they
are in power? Did you ever consider that?
Now, in conclusion, I want to say that I don’t own a dishonest dollar. I f my
worst enemy was given the jo b o f writin ’ my epitaph when I ’m gone, he couldn’t
do more than write:
“ George W. Plunkitt. He Seen His Opportunities, and He Took ’Em. ”
— from Plunkitt o f Tammany Hall by William L. Riordon
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Island Holiday
In The Suffrage o f Elvira, V.S. Naipaul examines the way in which democracy
adapts to the very complex admixture o f races and peoples in the back hills of
Trinidad in 1950. The setting is an election campaign, Trinidad’s second excur
sion into electoral politics.
Harbans, the candidate, owns the lorry which connects the Elvira district with
the greater world and, though he lives elsewhere, he sees the election as a chance
to move up a class, an investment o f sorts. To win, he has to piece together an
alliance which includes Baksh, the tailor reputed to control the Muslim vote,
Baksh’s son Foreman (“ Foam” ), the Hindu goldsmith and moneylender Chittaranjan, and a host of allies and aides-de-camp. Harban’s rival, Preacher, a
black man, is ably assisted by the young Hindu “ traitor,” Lorkhoor, whose ef
forts have unsettled Harbans’ early feeling that he is a shoe-in. So the money
begins to flow and the politics game begins.
“ Baksh, we really want a loudspeaker van?”
“ To be frank, boss, I ain’t want it so much fo r the elections as fo r afterwards.
Announcing at all sort o f things. Sports. Weddings. Funerals. It have a lot o f
money in that nowadays, boss, especially fo r a poor man” — Baksh waved his
hands about the room again — “ who ain’t got much in the way offurnishings, as
you see. A n d Foam here could manage your whole campaign fo r eighty dollars a
month. No hardship. ”
Harbans accepted the loudspeaker van sorrowfully. He tried again. “ But
Baksh, I ain’t want no campaign manager. ”
Foam said, “ You ain’t want no Muslim vote. ”
Harbans looked at Foam in surprise. Foam was tacking steadily, drawing out
his needle high.

Baksh said, “ I promise you the boy going to work night and day fo r you. ”
A nd the Muslim leader kissed his crossed index fingers.
“ Seventy dollars a month. ”
“A ll right, boss. ”
Yes, Foam said, “ Eh, I could talk fo r myself, you hear. Seventy-five. ”
“ Ooh. Children, B aksh.”
“ They is like that, boss. But the boy have a point. Make it seventy-five. ”
Harbans hung his head.
The formal negotiations were over.
Easily the most important person in Elvira was Chittaranjan, the goldsmith.
A nd there was no mystery why. He looked rich and was rich. He was an expensive
goldsmith with a reputation that had spread beyond Elvira.. . .
No wonder Foam, like nearly everyone else, Hindu, Muslim, Negro, thought
and spoke o f his house as the Big House. A s a Hindu Chittaranjan naturally had
much influence among the Hindus o f Elvira; but he was more than the Hindu
leader. He was the only man who carried weight with the Spaniards o f Cordoba
(it was said he lent them money); many Negroes liked him; Muslims didn’t trust
him, but even they held him in respect.
“ You ain’t have nothing to worry about, Mr. Harbans, ” Foam said, speaking
as campaign manager, as he and Harbans drove through Elvira. “ Chittaranjan
control at least five thousand votes. A dd that to the thousand Muslim votes and
you win, Mr. Harbans. It only have eight thousand voters in all. ”
Even before the committee met, Foam set to work. He got a pot o f re? paint
from Chittaranjan and went around Elvira painting culverts, telegraph pobs and
tree-trunks with the enthusiastic slogan, VOTE H A R BA N S OR DIE!
Mrs. Baksh didn’t like it at all. “ Nobody ain’t listening to m e,” sht said.
“ Everybody ju st washing their fo o t and jumping in this democracy busines. But
I promising you, fo r all the sweet it begin sweet, it going to end damn so.tr. ”
She softened a little when the loudspeaker ard the van came, but she stillmade
it clear that she didn’t approve.. ..
A fter dinner that evening, Foam, with his 12-year-otd brother Rafiq, w?nt in
the van to Cordoba, a good three miles away, to do some more slogans The
Spaniards watched without interest while he daubed VOTE H A R BA N S O R D IE!
The next evening he went to complete the job.
The first three words o f his slogans had been covered over with whitewash and
Cordoba was marked everywhere, in dripping red letters, D IE ! DIE! DIE!
“ That is Lorkhoor work, ” Foam said.
Chittaranjan said, “ A nd these white woman telling the Spanish that trey
mustn ’t take no part in politics and the Spanish taking all what these woman say
as a gospel. ” Chittaranjan sounded hurt. “ I telling you, it come as a big big
pussonal blow, especially as I know the Spanish people so long. Look, 1 go to see
old Edaglo, you know, Teresa father. The man is my good good friend. For years
he eating my food, drinking my whisky, and borrowing my money. A nd now he
tell me he ain’t voting. So I ask him, ‘ Why you ain’t voting, Edaglo?’ And he
answer me back, man. He say, ‘Politics ain’t a divine thing. ’ Then he ask me,
‘ You know who start politics?’ You could imagine how that take rm back.
‘Somebody start politics?’ I say. He laugh in a mocking sorta way as though he
know more than everybody else and say, ‘ You see how you ain’t know these little
things. Is because you ain’t study enough. ’ He, Edaglo, talking like tnat to me,
Chittaranjan! ‘Go home, ’ he say, ‘and study the Bible and you go rtad and see
that the man who start politics was Nimrod. ’ ”
“ Who is Nimrod?” Baksh asked.
Pundit Dhaniram slapped his thigh again. “ Nimrod was a mighty hunter. ”
They pondered this.
Harbans was abstracted, disconsolate.
Baksh said, “ What those women want is ju st man, you hear. The minute they
get one good man, all this talk about mighty hunting gone with the wind. ”
Dhaniram was pressing Chittaranjan: “ You didn’t tell them about Caesar?
The things that are Caesar’s. Render unto Caesar. That sort of thing. ”
Chittaranjan lifted his thin hands. “ I d o n ’t meddle too much in all that Chris
tian bacchanal, you hear. A nd as I was leaving, he, Edaglo, called me back. Me,
Chittaranjan. A nd he give me this green book. Let God be true. Tcha!”
Mahadeo shook his head and clucked sympathetically. “ Old Edaglo really pee
on you, Goldsmith. ”
“ Not only pee, ” Chittaranjan said. “ He shake it. ”
A nd having made his confession, Chittaranjan gathered about him much o f his
old dignity again.
Then Harbans came.
“ Pappa! Eh, but what happen to the old Dodge lorry?”
Harbans had come in a brand-new blue-and-black Jaguar.
“ Lorry! What happen to Harbans?”
He wasn’t the candidate they knew. Gone was the informality o f dress, the
loose trousers, the tie around the waist, the open shirt. He was in a doublebreasted grey suit. The coat was a little too wide and a little too long; but that was
the tailor’s fault. Harbans didn’t wave. He looked preoccupied, kept his eye on
the ground, and when he hawked and spat in'the gutter, pulled out an ironedhandkerchief and wiped his lips — not wiped even, patted them — in the fussiest
way.
The people o f Elvira were hurt.
He didn’t coo at anybody, didn’t look at anybody. Lie made his way silently
through the silent crowd and sent straight up the steps into Chittaranjan’s
drawing-room. The crowd watched him go up and then they heard him talking
and they heard Ramlogan talking and laughing.
They didn’t like it at all.
— from The Suffrage o f Elvira by V.S. Naipaul
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had decided to call it an early
evening with Judy Stahoola,
Joe’s laughter, because I could see
that mj imitations of Mayor Daley
weren’t cheering her up any. The
Stahoolas lived in Bridgeport. I
should have known better than to
crack Mayor Daley jokes in the 11th
Ward. Anyway, I didn’t make any
promises to 2oe except that I’d try my
best to bring her out of her depres
sion. I struck out. It happens.
So here I was at McTusch’s Bar on
37th Street in Bridgeport. This place
belonged to a man named Clancy
McTusch, and I tell you you’d have
to be blind not to see that McTusch
admired the mayor. Every inch of
space, except a long, sparkling mirror
behind the bar, was plastered with
pictures of the late mayor.
I ordered another beer and two
more bags of Beer Nuts. 1 keep the
Beer Nuts people in business. But
sometimes 1 find I’m in a bar that
doesn’t have Beer Nuts, so I settle for
a Beef Jerky. It’s a hard life.
I was thinking about Joe Stahoola
and how he had helped me out when 1
was a kid, taking me to the ball
games, taking me to the fights, taking
me to Riverview Amusement Park.
He didn’t have to do that. But he
wanted to. He was that kind of man.
And I had let him down. Me and my
big mouth. I had made his daughter
cry.
1 was working on a good depres
sion. Taking my time. Making it just
right. Letting the remorse drip from
my underarms. Feeling sorry for my
self. When in walk a couple of refrig
erators, disguised in suits, with wide-

I
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brimmed hats riding low over their
eyes.
I maintained a low profile, watch
ing them approach the bar from their
reflections coming toward me in the
mirror just abo\e the Jack Daniels
and Gordon’s gin They sat down.
Just a bar stool was separating me
from their conversation.
Finally one of them took off his hat.
He had neatly combed hair, if you
can comb a crewcut, with that type of
face I wouldn’t want to see emerging
from the men’s washroom after I had
been pounding on the door for a few
minutes yelling something like,
“ Hurry up in there, you SON OF A
BITCH!” No one would ever tell this
man that he didn’t know what time it
was. That voice inside of me that
always seems to sigh at everything I
do was saying, “ Keep your big mouth
shut around these guys, and if you’ve
got to speak, well, then, for Pete’s
sake, speak softly.”
“ Two whiskey sours, mac,” the
hatless one ordered in a voice that re
minded me of Lee Marvin. And that
bartender set them up just as quick as
a buck private for his drill sergeant.
“ Daley and me were pals,” Lee
told his partner in a cold and factual,
humorless way. He was holding his
glass between his fingers, letting it
roll easy, and looking into his
whiskey sour with faraway eyes. “ I
first met him in ’56. 1 was his body
guard. While he and Sis went to see
O kla h o m a ! at the M cVickers
Theatre.”
“ Is that right?” his partner replied,
affecting the same manner as Lee,
looking into his drink. And then,

sounding like a fender being ripped
right off a car, he asked, “ How was
the show?”
Lee gave it a thought, rubbed it
around his nose awhile with his
thumb, and finally said, “ It wasn’t
any Guys and Dolls. ”
“ Yeah, I know what you mean,”
his partner replied in a voice as com
passionate as Jack Webb’s.
I decided to try my imitation of
Mayor Daley. (I do a pretty good
one.) Listen: “ Ah, ah . . . dis is a fine
cidy . . . dis is a fair cidy . . . and, ah,
dat’s right . . . Chicagah is da finest
cidy in da world . . . why, I love
Chicagah . . . no one loves Chicagah
more den me . . . and, ah, ah . . . you
guys must be cops.”
Very slowly they turned their mugs
in my direction, and threw me a cou
ple of stares that could have won a
whole row of teddy bears and stuffed
lions at the Illinois State Fair. Now
I’m pretty good at staring a man
down, but these guys were burning
my retinas. I could feel my face dis
playing that bright red tomato imita
tion I’ve cultivated into an art form. I
made a benign anemic shrug and ges
tured quite asininely, waving my
fingers at them just like a grand
mother might do for a little giggling
infant, and slowly turned my head
away. I checked my reflection in the
mirror. It was so red I could have
done a Heinz commercial.
My instincts came over to my cor
ner, so to speak, and started massag
ing my shoulders, whispering, “ All
right, lay off it, pal. Cool your chops.
You’re a bit drunk. Don’t mess with
these guys. Don’t even ask them if

you can bum a Lucky. Just leave
them alone with their pleasure. Main
tain a low profile and everything will
be jake.” T hat’s what my instincts
told me. My bladder was telling me
something, too; it was telling me to
get up and go water the roses.
Sometimes a man can overdo
something. There were so many pic
tures of Daley with that double chin
and big laughing Irish mug lacquered
into the bathroom plaster that I said
to myself: “ This ain’t no bar! This is
Mayor Daley’s tomb!” There were
pictures of Mayor Daley carrying the
traditional Irish shillelagh, wearing a
bright green derby and a banner
across his chest that read, “ Legion of
Honor,” as he led the St. Patrick’s
Day Parade down State Street; auto
graphed glossies of him throwing out
the first ball at Comiskey Park; and a
picture of him shaking hands with
Senator John F. Kennedy, winking at
the President-to-be with a sly smile,
as if to say, “ We’re going to fix old
Milhous good come election day in
the fair city.” For all I knew there
could have been a solid gold monu
ment of His Honor sitting with a
great big grin on the throne in that
nearby stall behind those metal
doors.
I let my eyes browse around a bit,
as I began to water the roses, and
looked directly into a glossy of Mayor
Daley laughing at me! “ Dat’s right,
son. I’m laughing at ya. Ya let dose
guys intimidate ya. Never let no one
intimidate ya, son. Dose guys ain’t so
tough. So ya go back dare and show
’em what you’re made of. And den,
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. . . in walk a couple refrigerators, disguised
in suits, with wide brimmed hats riding low
over their eyes . . .
and den . . . why and den maybe we
find a spot for ya in da good old elevent ward. How about dat, huh?”
1 rubbed my hands lazily under
some hot water and looked into the
mirror. It was just another mug. If
only I had a few scars or a patch over
the eye it might give me a little char
acter. ‘‘Listen, kid. Ya don’t need
any scars or a patch over da eye ta
have character. Dat’s ridiculous. Ya
got all da character in da world. Just
remember dis: dose guys are da mugs,
ya got character!”
I worked my way back between a
couple of crowded tables rapidly fill
ing with Bridgeport bowlers and
several pitchers of beer. My step was
springy, agile.
“ Another beer and two more bags
of Beer Nuts.”
I picked up my little bag of Beer
Nuts with vigo'r and ripped it open
with my teeth just like Lee Marvin or
Jack Webb might do with a hand
grenade pin, and poured some Beer
Nuts into my lager before I could stop
myself. I took a nice, smooth
draught, trying to catch a nut or two
with my teeth or upper lip, which was
prodding about like it belonged to a
chimpanzee. I was lucky. I got one.
I was getting ready to listen back in
on that soft-spoken conversation just
a stool away on my right, when sud
denly those Bridgeport bowlers began
to clap their hands and chant.
Jane Jane you ’re insane
You got water on the brain
You ’re so bitchy
You make us itchy
Look out next term
Here comes Richie!
I swirled on my bar stool, all
primed and ready to shout, “ Shut the
fuck up!” and looked directly into
the belt buckle of Bambi O ’Hurlahee.
It looked like something I might
have seen around the waist of Dick
the Bruiser, Crusher Lisowski, Buddy
Rodgers, or Bruno Sammartino back
in the days when Joe Stahoola used to
take me to the wrestling matches at
the Amphitheater. It was made of
solid gold and had the words “ Cham
pion of the World” engraved into it,
archlike, over a couple of crossed
shamrocks.
My eyes instinctively gravitated up
wards as if they were filled with
helium, and the torso of Bambi
O’Hurlahee emerged like the Rocky
Mountains breaking through the
clouds.
Arms that I would have named
Gog and Magog were folded over her
massive chest with an authority that
could have turned a mortal man like
myself into a minnow.
“ They chant well,” I said, looking
up into that neck rising out of her
rock-hard shoulders like a fireplug.
Finally I saw her face. It wasn’t halfbad. It looked like a cross between
Kim Novak and a bull mastiff. She
wasn’t going to get any argument
from me.
You see, pal, I had heard about
Bambi one day when I was watching
John Drummond’s Chicago Chroni
cles on Channel 2 News, over at Joe
Stahoola’s place.
Bambi was telling John how she
used to be known as Subbo Shebang
back in the days when she was a pro
fessional wrestler. And after she took
the title by squashing Leontyne Little
Feather, she decided to get out of the
ring and become a professional
bouncer. She’s been at McTusch’s
Bar ever since.
In a voice that sounded like a hand
ful of crushed potato chips, she said,
“ Mister, you’re new around here,
and you look like trouble.”
“ That don’t make me bad,” I
countered.

She brought those arms down and
put her hands on her hips. The Colos
sus at Rhodes couldn’t have looked
more intimidating. Behind her the
light seemed to take on a golden haze,
and those Bridgeport bowlers started
singing “ Danny Boy.” It was awful.
Just a stool away from me those
two palookas were still studying their
whiskey sours with faraway eyes and
talking about Mayor Daley in rever
ential tones. Further down the bar,
the bartender was idly polishing a
shot glass, whistling along with the
crooners’ melody softly to himself.
It was just Bambi O’Hurlahee and
me.
I didn’t like the odds.
“ Bambi,” I said, “ I know you’re
Bambi O’Hurlahee because I saw you
on Channel 2 News talking with John
Drummond. Can 1 buy you a drink,
Bambi?”
She shot me a stare that was actu
ally pushing my shoulders to the bar,
and said, “ Mister, you look like you
got a short fuse. What does it take to
get you mad?”
My elbows were grinding into the
bar, and my neck was starting to
shake, straining upwards at her.
“ Woman, there’s only three things
in this world that get me fighting
mad: One, if someone calls me a son
of a bitch. Two, if someone calls me a
bastard. And three, if someone calls

For a second I thought a hardboiled egg was going to pop out of
her mouth. And then I answered my
own question. “ The year was 1969,
B am bi.. . . ”
If I was quick and had a cigar I
would have blown a satisfied smoke
ring in her face. But I would have had
to act quickly, because her face was
coming toward mine like a female
beer truck double-clutching into sec
ond gear.
That woman planted a kiss on me
as warm and firm and hungry as I’ve
ever been kissed. If it hadn’t been for
the fact that I felt as viable as a worm
about to get rolled over by a bowling
ball, I would have enjoyed it.
She pulled herself away from me
before I could catch my breath, pull
myself up a little, and wipe my mouth
with my forearm. She looked down
upon me with her hands on her hips
and a glow on her face like a satisfied
Goliath.
“ Mister, you got grapes.”
I watched her walk over toward
those Bridgeport bowlers and out of
my life forever.
A moment later the bartender came
up to me and asked if I had any inten
tions of becoming a regular customer
so he’d know if he should order an
extra case of Beer Nuts.
“ Sure, I’ll be here every night for

. . . dis is a fin e cidy, . . . dis is a fair cidy . . .
and, ah, dat's right Chicagah is da finest cidy
in da world . . .
me a motherfucker. Because then
you’re making an implication about
my mother, and no one makes an im
plication about my mother!”
Sometimes a little wind will blow
the clouds away and you can see the
sun shining through. A smile was
cracking through those tight lips and
her cheeks were starting to fill with a
rosy blush.
“ Mister, you got grapes. Bar
tender, give this man another beer!”
“ And two more bags of Beer
Nuts,” I added.
Bambi didn’t sit down. She
couldn’t have even if she had wanted
to. She was too big for the bar stool.
And if she had managed to somehow
squeeze her thighs under the bar and
rest her bugunga on that stool, one
false move and those thighs would
have busted right through the bar like
an earthquake breaking through con
crete.
“ Hey, Bambi!” I said, tearing
open another bag of Beer Nuts and
then watching them tumble into my
lager, “ they ought to call this place
Daley’s Tomb!”
“ Mister, understand this: unless
you want me to bury your ass you’d
better not crack wise about Mayor
Daley in McTusch’s Bar.”
I pushed a Beer Nut under the sur
face and it bobbed right up again. I
pulled a foam-covered finger out of
my beer and pointed it toward her,
quickly and right to the point. “ Bam
bi, you’ve got me wrong. I’m a fan!
I’m the biggest Mayor Daley fan in
Chicago! In the world, Bambi!”
She looked at me as if she were a
kid who had just tasted her first
cream soda. Finally she said: “ How
old was Mayor Daley in 1923?”
“ Twenty-one years old,” I an
swered as quick as that.
“ When was he first inaugurated as
Mayor of Chicago?”
April 21st, 1955.”
She was silent for a second, and so
I asked her: “ When was Mayor Daley
named ‘Best-Dressed Man of the
Year’?”

the next six months. Order a couple
of cases.” Of course, I had no inten
tions of ever coming back, but some
day a man who understands the beau
ty of a good Beer Nut is going to
come in there and he’ll be all set. I’m
a nice guy.
In fact, I could be the nicest guy in
the world, but I might as well be play
ing handball for all the luck I would
have trying to enter into the conver
sation of those two palookas on my
right.
They were staring into their whis
key sours with faraway eyes and
speaking softly. My instincts told me
to leave them be; everything’s soft as
chiffon. But do you think I’d listen to
my instincts, pal? Not a chance. I was
going to listen in on their soft-spoken
conversation. A conversation that,
incidentally, was getting more inter
esting.
“ I enjoyed it,” the palooka with
the Lee Marvin voice said. “ We all

Wells called ‘Man at Ease’ and we
pick me out a bright red polka-dot
shirt and a Wild Bill Hickok vest and
some Indian beads and I was all set.”
“ What about your trou’?” his
partner asked, looking more amused
than I ever thought a mug so “ emo
tional” as that could look.
“ Good point, I’m glad you askej.
O’Malley asked the same questior,
and then he told me that thos?
screaming, self-righteous fairies try
ing to ruin our country only wear torn
old Levis that smell like piss. And
since it would take us years to get
them to reek that bad, we were in a
jam .” Then Lee chuckled a bit and
rubbed his square jaw absentminded
ly and continued, “ So O’Malley takes
me down to one of those costume
shops off of Dearborn Street and
fixes me up in a pair of polka-dotted
Bozo-balloon pants, and some
20-inch flapjack Clarabell shoes.”
Lee shook his head in disbelief and
then he added, “ But O ’Malley don’t
stop! No! He puts white makeup all
over my mig and navy blue stars on
my cheeks aid a great big red ball on
my nose. And then with red, white
and blue day-glow fingerpaint he
prints ‘Far Cut’ on my forehead.”
Lee’s partier actually broke out
with a laugh He couldn’t hold it
back. It was skort and quick, right to
the point, and vide-range like a single
bark from a Great Dane.
“ Don’t laugh, pal . . . you should
have seen O ’Malley! He rented a
gorilla suit!” And they both laughed
so hard and loud that for a while I
thought I might be in the Lion House
at the Lincoln Park Zoo and it was
feeding time. But then they got quiet,
lust like that.
A few minutes later, Lee contin
ued. “ They were crawling all over the
pak that night like maggots, and
O Malley and 1 were infiltrating their
filihy ranks. They were all smoking
done and saying, ‘Wow,’ ‘Heavy,’
‘Hey M an,’ and ‘Share it, brother.’
And when our men in blue arrived to
disinfect all of that vermin, the fairies
started chanting, ‘Pig! Pig! Pig!’”
Lee cracked his knuckles with pa
tience and then rubbed his fist in his
palm real slow and steady. He had a
faraway, bitter look.
“ During the chaos O’Mal'ey would
sneak out from behind the trees in his
gorilla costume and quieJy grab a
hippie around his or het big filthy
mouth and pull the kid behind the
bushes and conk him cn the head.
And I would twirl around in my Bozo
suit singing ‘Kokomo the Disco
M an.’ Some of the frerks would start

It wasn't h a lf bad. It looked like a cross be
tween Kim Novak and a bull m astiff . . .
enjoyed it. Sixty-eight was a good
year for slamming people to the
ground. What was it . . . August?
Yeah, that’s right . . . August. That’s
when they had the Democratic Con
vention here. I bet I must have black
jacked 200 heads in one day that
week. Two hundred phonies dressed
up like fags and spineless fairies, call
ing themselves hippies and yippies
and yelling, ‘Pig! Pig! Pig!” ’ Lee
shook his head with amused nostalgic
pleasure. “ I was in plain clothes that
afternoon, but I’m no sissy so I stood
out. Hippies were pointing at me and
yelling, ‘Narc! Narc! Narc!’ like they
were so righteous and I was Benedict
Arnold getting ready to betray them.
So you know what I do? I go out and
get a nice orange wig with lots of curls
and some wire-rimmed little fairy
glasses, and Dennie O ’Malley from
homicide takes me to this place on

singing along and skipping behind me
through the park, and when I had
enough of them gathered behind me,
I would swirl around, pumping away
on my Bozo pump spray can, spray
ing their uncleaned faces with mace!
When they were good and dizzy and
coughing and crying, 1 would charge
them five at a time and k'tock them
over like bowling pins! And then, just
to be sure, I’d crack their long-haired
heads with my blackjack.”
Then Lee got quiet. Real quiet.
During his silence I thought about
my own experience that night in the
park. 1 was just a curious kid picking
up on the excitement of the evening,
enjoying the hippies’ friendly energy,
feeling loose and naturally high. 1
wasn’t looking for trouble. I was
walking right into it, pal. I caught a
blackjack right across the temple that

continued next page
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put me on my back. I still can remem
ber looking up at the stars for only a
few seconds, yet thinking how majes
tic they were, sparkling through a
thin little wisp of cloud that appeared
to be drifting swiftly away; while all
around me the ground was thunder
ing with chaos.
A few seconds later I kipped up
and, although my head was throb
bing, I had sense enough to duck
another swipe and deliver a double
barreled fist deep into the protruding
gut of the first and only policeman 1
had ever driven down to his knees.
Flashbulbs were popping all around
me, and the police began swinging
their nightsticks making for the
cameraman. I saw my chance to scat
and 12 seconds later I had run a hun
dred yards, working on another hun
dred, and wondering what Joe
Stahoola would say.
Joe told me the press made the
police look bad. He said that they
never reported all the abuse thrown at
some clean-cut all-American family
men who were just doing their job.
They never reported the atmosphere
of tension and how wired the police
were because of it.
I didn’t agree with Joe, but then
Joe is a good man. Joe Stahoola is a
private eye. And these guys on my
right, Lee Marvin and his partner
Jack Webb, were a couple of private
dicks who had seen it al.
So I couldn’t help it. I was in
volved. I wanted to be friends with
these guys. 1 wanted to show them
that 1 was cool. That Iwas a big man.
I was going to do it! I was going to ex
press myself once agiin! I sucked in
my stomach, threw out my chest,
swaggered my head because I’m
dependable and I’m tough as nails,
and banged down on the bar with my
fist! I could even hear my instincts
screaming, “ For Pete’s sake, speat
softly! Speak softly! Speak softly!”
But I yelled out as arrogant and
loud as can be, and maybe even a lit
tle bit hysterically, too, with a perfect
imitation of Mayor Daley’s voce:
“ Ah, ah, dat’s right! Eh? Eh? Ya
don’t tink about dat, do ya? Why,
why ya journalists are all da same.
And dat’s right! And, and, dat joes
for ya too, Walter! Dat’s right' Ya
journalists don’t wanna print boat
sides a da story! And dat’s right! Let
me tall ya dis about da cidy ah
Chicagah and, and da finest police
force in da world. Dat’s right! Da
police aren’t here ta promote dis
order. No! Dare here ta preserve
disorder!”
I did a damned good imitation. So
good that Lee’s partner, Jack Webb,
tells me to slide on over and he’ll buy
me anothei beer. My instincts were
screaming, -Get the hell out of here!
These guys ain’t amused!” But hell!
They were smiling so sincerely and
filling me with beer. They were my
friends. Out oi the corner of my eye I
began to notice Jack’s left hand slide
behind my back. And then I couldn’t
see it anymore. And then the lights

went out, pal.
•

•

•

It had the consistency of Cream of
Wheat and there were tiny granules in
it that felt like sand. Actually, you
know, for the first 30 seconds it
didn’t feel too bad. And then I no
ticed the smell. It smelled like spoiled
Liederkranz and melted Hershey
bars, with a hint of rotting fruit. And
my neck hurt. It hurt bad.
Everything was black, too, and I
couldn’t see a thing.
I tried to pick myself up, pushup
style, but I had trouble finding my
hands. I knew they were at my side,
but something was holding my arms
in. That something felt like metal. I
struggled a bit, pushing outward with
my arms, and then I heard a couple of
tin cans roll toward my face. And
then I had it figured out. I was face
down inside of a garbage can. Now I
knew why my neck was hurting so
bad. About a minute later I actually
realized how I got there. Me and my
loud mouth. What a world.
“ All right, tough guy,” I said to
myself, “ you’re six feet tall and 200
pounds of iron. You’re a hard man.
You know the score. You’ve been
around. Now what are you going to
do?”
1 started to cry. I could feel those
warm tears sliding over my nose and
into the cheesy stinking mush my face
was buried in. This was too much.
There was only a flicker of light re
maining in an ego that was about to
leave this world forever. 1 had to act
quickly.
So I hooked a foot around my
ankle, bent my knees slightly, and

shooting through my neck and shoul
ders, so I figured he must have
chopped me a good one. 1 was lucky
he didn’t kill me. I was groggy with
pain, more than a bit drunk, and
reeked like a cheese factory, but I was
lucky.
All I needed was a cold shower to
wash off that cheesy mush, and then
a hot, soothing bath whdre I could
roll back my head and close my eyes.
I began to unbutton my shirt.
Yeah, that’s all I needed.
And maybe a tender, loving
woman, now that I think about it,
who would keep her mouth shut and
speak to me with her eyes, and listen
to that load of bullshit that I would
have to say, knowing full well it’s
frustration talking and not really my
heart. A lovely light-footed woman
who’s wiser than me, and would
come over to my bed when I’m lying
on my stomach with nothing but a
towel over my ass, and apply firm,
prodding, fluid kneading, and warm,
constant fingertip pressure all over
my aching back and deep into my
traps, teres minors, infra-spinatus,
teres majors, and latissimus dorsis.
Y eah.. . . A woman who, when I roll
over, I can take in my huge weary
arms and know that she’ll warmly ac
cept every last drop of love I can
deeply squeeze into her. That’s all I
needed.
I took off my shirt, turned it inside
out, kissed it goodbye, and swabbed
down my head and torso with it,
before rolling it into a ball and toss
ing it toward those cans.
The moonlight was shining off the
filthy pavement. The buildings on
either side of me were close together.

That woman planted a kiss on me as warm
and firm and hungry as F v e ever been
kissed . . .
started to swing my legs, forward and
back. Pretty soon I had some mo
mentum built up, and the can started
to lift a little and then rock off bal
ance. And then it tipped over and a
few soup and beer cans rolled out
along with a pair of legs. I felt like a
tired old hermit crab checking out of
another transient shell at the bottom
of the deep blue sea.
I stood feeling wobbly and light
headed, and bathing in the effluvium
of my new-found cologne. I could
feel a warm, thick coating of that
strange flowing compound I had be
come so familiar with slide down over
my face and neck like melting wax.
With a sentimental hint of nostalgia I
sang a line from a song that took me
back to the summer of ’68. I sang in a
whisper.
M acArthur’s Park is melting
In the dark
A ll that sweet green icing
Flowing down on me.
Yeah, that palooka knew just what
he was doing. Waves of pain were

I heard a window slam from some
where up and behind me, .and a
quick, nasty shriek from an alley cat.
And then I heard the lonely sound of
my footsteps.
All I had was a rusted-out Renault
Dauphine with a makeshift clutch
cable and a temperamental trans.
But, hell, I was lucky.

They call it L.S.D. Lake Shore
Drive. And, as I see it, it’s the best
view of the city, hands down. The
lake on my right was one dark shad
ow with a rippling ladder of moon
light sparkling off the easy-rolling
waves; at about 2:00 in the morning it
starts to sing a soft blues song for
those tired hard drivers cruising home
from another bad night. It was sing
ing to me.
It sent a soothing breeze through
the open window of my Dauphine,
while the misty red taillights from the
few cars up ahead spoke softly to my
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eyes. They were saying: “ relax .. . . ”
To my left the jeweled highrises
lighted up the sky with wealth. Pent
houses and condominiums, with a lei
surely lake view for jaded, compli
cated people sipping brandy and play
ing backgammon in leisure clothing
of the finest fashion — tailored, very
— and some in no clothing at all, feel
ing that lake breeze tickle its fingers
lightly over their flesh. Someday I
might have a client up there, no dif
ferent than a hundred other privil
eged, complicated clients with some
lettuce to leaf out and a seamy little
secret to share. My time would come.
Joe Sfahoola once told me that my
time would come. And until that time
I’d have to keep learning from my
mistakes. Joe always told me if I had
to make mistakes, then at least 1
could take the time to learn from
them. “ Don’t waste your mistakes,”
he’d say.
So I leaned an arm out of the old
Renault and gave it a thought. Sure, I
had a loud mouth. If only I had
spoken softly I might have shown
Judy that I had a sympathetic ear, in
stead of proving that I was nothing
but a selfish clown. If only I had
spoken softly, those pals of mine at
the bar might have at least shown me
a little respect. Hell, my instincts told
me to speak softly. They also told me
to lay off the Mayor Daley imita
tions. If only I had listened to my
instincts.
I was discovering the final part of
this evening’s lesson when a bright
red Alfa Romeo roadster swooshes
alongside of me. Behind the sport
wheel was a gorgeous dame with
long, flowing, wild red hair swim
ming in the wind. She gave me a big
wink and let her tongue flick sugges
tively over her lips as she gave me the
come-on wave to signify that I should
follow her for a “ good tim e.”
That’s all it took. A little come-on
wave from a horny dame, and I had it
all figured out. “ Pal,” I said to my
self, “ no matter what transpires dur
ing your temporary existence in this
life remember these three things:
“ 1. Speak softly
“ 2. Always trust your instincts
“ 3. Watch the hands (a man can
kill you with his hands).”
I could hear the lake singing that
lonely blues song as I followed the
doll in the Alfa Romeo. A nice light
footed woman could do me some
good. 1 watched her long red hair
swimming wildly in the wind, and I
could tell that she was watching me in
her rearview mirror. She probably
had eyes like a wild mare, and I bet I
had her foaming at the mouth with
desire.
1 drifted into the right-hand lane,
turning off at the La Salle Street exit,
and let that dizzy broad find her own
way home.
© 1980 The Chicago Reader
Pete Trotter
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Ida Left, Yaude. Eight, and. WdL Streetls Just Behind

T he Capitalist Conspiracy
rations. Liberal internationalists such
as Milton Eisenhower and former
You’ve got to serve somebody.
CIA legal counsel Mitchell Rogovin
—Bob Dylan
grace the faltering Anderson effort.
The congressman best communicates
to students and professional folk of
he 1980presidential campaign, if
the middle class who cherish efficien
it’s remembered at all, will pro
cy and believe themselves to be
bably be seen as one of the dullest in political rationalists.
history. Yet, in spite of the major
Ronald Reagan represents a mild
candidates’ remarkable efforts to
retreat from the fusion of govern
avoid exposure rather than cultivate
it, there is much to learn from the
1980 Contest of the Low Profile. This
year’s presidential aspirants are pro
I c i S
mising the American people less than
in any election in memory. The theme
of sacrifice permeates campaign
rhetoric. Which groups of Americans
will wind up with the burden of
sacrifice still is not clear. Whatever
the result, this year’s campaign is re
defining old ideas about “ liberal”
and “ conservative” and American
politics may never be the same.
Victorious over Ted Kennedy’s ap
peal to the decaying industrial cities,
President Carter finds himself torn
ment activism and internationalism
which has m arked m ainstream
between historical Democratic ties to
politics since the turn of the century.
urban welfare and the energy-fiscal
requirements of the international
But his militant nationalism raises
economy. Carter pays lip service to
justifiable fears of militarism and
reaction. Furthermore, Reagan’s in
the needs of Kennedy’s minorities
sistence on entrepreneurial freedom
and working people while taking his
cues from the Federal Reserve. His
and his appeal to nineteenth century
problem is an image of incompetence
values speaks to local elites least sen
in an era when American global influ
sitive to the needs of poor people and
ence is on the decline.
social and racial minorities. Reagan is
The president’s public relations dif
using the traumas of inflation to con
ficulties have prompted some liberals
vert working people to his twenty
in both political parties to pay heed to
year old call for economic freedom
John Anderson. Anderson’s political
for the sunbelt industries and
domestic energy interests.
attitudes are similar to Carter’s, but
the Illinois congressman contends
While all three candidates condemn
that he can lead the nation to the
government flabbiness, each is pro
necessary energy and fiscal sacrifices
mising an unprecedented cut in cor
more effectively than the President.
porate taxes through changes in
business depreciation procedures.
Anderson’s measured international
ism, his call for energy planning and
Each continues to insist that profits
budgetary restraint, suggest an ap
from an expanding market economy
lead to prosperity and benefits for the
proach familiar to the most futureoriented of the multinational corpo
people. But how the candidates ap
By David A. Horowitz

T

proach the market and the country’s
international responsibilities is a mat
ter deeply embedded in the twentieth
century history of the United States.
Corporate vs. Anticorporate

Long before Chrysler and Lock
heed, major industries and corpora
tions have frequently turned to the
federal government for assistance.
Ever since 1900, reformers in both
parties have created a political

evolution and international
finance are not at all
inconsistent, ” concluded one Wall
Street Banker, “i f the result o f
revolution is to establish more
centralized authority. “

Illustration by Alan Brewster

bureaucracy designed to manage an
economy dominated by large corpor
ations. This “ corporate” order has
sponsored liberal social welfare,
benign trade unions, deficit spending,
and a host of government regulations
and selected subsidies. The goal has
been a profit-expanding economy
which offers elements of social and
economic security to the American
people. Overseas, corporate liberals
have opened the door to private in
vestment and provided access to mar
kets and vital resources through free
trade. This combination of “ statism”
at home and “ internationalism”
abroad has been advanced by
sophisticated industrialists, bankers,
and corporate farmers in coalition
with working people and middle-class
folk in the industrial cities. Its
political strength rested in the north
ern Democratic party and among
managerial professionals and Wall
Street strategists in the eastern wing

of the Republican part/. “ Corporate
liberalism” has brought us the New
Deal welfare state, faim subsidies,
new opportunities for vorkers and
racial minorities, World War Two,
the Cold War, Vietnam, and with
drawal from southeast Asia.
Although corporate liberalism and
internationalism have been the domi
nant forces in American polizical life
since 1900, Reagan partisans draw
their sustenance from another tradi
tion. Represented by the rural Demo
cratic party and non-urban and non
eastern sectors of the Republican par
ty, regionally-based conservatives
have attempted to resist the interna
tionalism of the corporate liberals.
Their appeal has been strongest
among small businesspeople, inde
pendent farmers, entrepreneurs in do
mestic industries, and local elites.
This “ anticorporate” conservatism
seeks protection from overseas com
petition, freedom from government
regulation and taxes, and a military
policy geared specifically to Ameri
can — rather than international —
priorities. Its entrepreneurial thirst
and militant nationalism brought us
the America First movement preced
ing World War Two, Taft-Hartley
restrictions on labor unions, Joe Mc
Carthy, Barry Goldwater, George
Wallace, and Ronald Reagan.
While corporate liberals have been
successful in defeating local elites and
establishing a regulated national mar
ketplace, anticorporate conservatives
have opposed the centralized co
operation between big business and
big government. By the 1960s, inter
nationalist liberals had become the
“ establishment” defenders of a
lucrative status-quo and nationalist
conservatives the “ radical” dissenters
from the twentieth century state. The
1980 presidential campaign presents a
watered-down version of these long
standing animosities.
One of the best ways to understand
the conflict between “ corporate” and
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ftXlthough Wall Street leaders conducted covert relations with
A n the revolutionary government in Moscow, many o f them
publicly denounced communism.
“ antfcorporate” is to explore their
curious differences toward internatioral communism. During World
Wir Two liberal internationalists in
the Roosevelt administration allied
the United States with the Soviet
Union in a crusade to preserve
Europe and East Asia from German
and Japanese imperialism. Up to
1941, however, midwestern industri
alists, anti-New Deal conservatives,
and various nationalists attempted to
divorce this nation from conflict in
Europe, seeing only a repeat of
World War One’s attempt to make
western Europe safe fcr the Wall
Street banking community. When
World War Two ended, and Europe
once again seemed th’eatened by a
new adversary, the Iberal Truman
administration turner bitterly antiSoviet and declared ideological war
on international conmunism. Many
nationalists and coiservatives who
had opposed involv:ment in the war
now complained aiout extravagant
foreign aid progrims designed to
prop up the ecoiomy of western
Europe. Some ©ntinued to see
assistance to Eurcpe as an effort by
Wall Street to potect its trade and
banking allies in Jritain.
It was only wh<n China “ fell” to a
communist revoution in 1949 that
the nationalist conservatives called
for renewed American militance — in
Asia, not Eurcpe. Truman’s stale
mated war in Kirea, fought under the
guise of a Unit’d Nations “ police ac
tion,” did no' satisfy the conserva
tives, and theyrallied around General

Douglas MacArthur’s call for mili
tary penetration into communist
China. Meanwhile, the frustration of
the Cold War enabled these politi
cians to attack war-time cooperation
with the Soviet Union and to accuse
the Truman administration of permit
ting internal subversion in govern
ment. Senator Joe McCarthy’s at
tacks on the “ dilettante” diplomats
of the State Department were the
legacy of a longstanding resentment
toward the eastern establishment.
McCarthy’s enemies included the
professional intelligentsia who
staffed the New Deal bureaucracy
and liberal internationalists in both
political parties and the corporate
world.
Bankers and Bolsheviks
Anticorporate conservatism has a
distinctly populist aura. Anticom
munist at heart, it also lashes out at
Wall Street financiers, privileged
bureaucrats, intellectual elitists, and
the urbane institutions of the eastern
upper class. In fact, one of the most
persistent notions of right-wing
populism maintains that communists
and monopolist bankers work with
each other for shared control of the
world. The John Birch Society’s
tirades against the Rockefellers and
the Trilateral Commission are ex
amples of such thinking.
Populist folklore held for many
years that a conspiracy of Jewish
bankers and bolsheviks was striving
to take over the planet. This myth
was particularly ludicrous in the
United States where all but a few in

vestment bankers traditionally have
been Anglo-Americans of Protestant
persuasion. But although most liberal
academics wince at the suggestion,
there is evidence to support the view
that bankers and bolsheviks have not
always been implacable foes. Several
years ago Antony C. Sutton sug
gested in Wall Street and the Bol
shevik Revolution (Arlington House,
1974), that World War One created
the opportunity for “ a partnership
between international monopoly
capital and international revolu
tionary socialism for their mutual
benefit.” Hoping to keep the newly
created Soviet Union in the war
against Germany and eager to control
postwar Russian markets and re
sources, leading Wall Street bankers
strove to win influence in the new
regime and to gain diplomatic
recognition for the communist na
tion. The American International
Corporation, a powerful consortium
dominated by bankers affiliated with
the Morgan and Rockefeller interests,
urged the U.S. State Department to
recognize the Soviets within weeks of
the 1917 communist revolution.
Meanwhile, both the chairman of the
Federal Reserve Bank of New York
and a prominent Morgan partner
traveled to London to personally con
vince the British War Cabinet that the
bolshevik regime in Russia was per
manent and that Lenin and Trotsky
should be supported.
Wall Street endorsement of Soviet
communism first occured through the
activities of the American Red Cross

Mission to Russia. The mission was
created in 1917 with a $200,000 grant
from International Harvester and
operating expenses personally paid by
William Boyce Thompson, chairman
of the New York Federal Reserve
Bank. Its stated task was to provide
medical and humanitarian aid to wartorn Russia. Instead, the lawyers and
financiers who comprised a majority
of the mission’s staff negotiated
private loans with the Russians and
conducted propaganda campaigns to
keep that nation in the war. The cov
ert campaign, a precursor of CIA
operations in later years, was capped
with a $1 million gift to the Soviet
communists in November 1917.
Thompson’s million dollars was
designed to spread bolshevik pro
paganda into enemy Germany and
Austria.
Who’s Right?
Hoping to gain trade relations and
diplomatic recognition for the new
regime, the Russians established a
Soviet Bureau in New York during
1919. Among the bureau’s members
was Julius Hammer of Occidental
Petroleum. When a technical expert
in the Soviet Bureau desperately
needed funds, a wall Street attorney
used State Department channels to
transfer the money from the chief
Soviet agent in Scandanavia. In
telligence reports contended that the
bureau was receiving financial back
ing from Guaranty Trust, a leading
Morgan bank. Ironically, the director
of the Soviet Bureau was arrested and
deported for revolutionary activity by
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^ \ s the working relationship between Rockefeller enterprises
Jrus and China make clear, financial capitalism and communism
are not necessary enemies.
U.S. officials during the Red Scare of
1919.
The legal and political re 
quirements of the federal govern
ment, however, were no hindrance to
Wall Street interests bent on captur
ing the Soviet investment market.
Guaranty Trust, the American Inter
national Corporation, and Kuhn,
Loeb and Company all were involved
in illegal transfers of Soviet-held gold
to this country in the early years of
the Bolshevik Revolution. Leading
bankers and industrialists even joined
reformers such as William Borah and
Lincoln Steffens in creating an
American League to Aid and
Cooperate with Russia in 1918. When
the Soviets established an interna
tional bank four years later, its chief
of foreign commerce was the vicepresident of Morgan’s Guaranty
Trust.
Wall Street operatives hoped to
finance Soviet industry and provide
markets for American exports. As
Sutton suggests, “ The gigantic Rus
sian market was to be converted into
a captive market and a technical col
ony to be exploited by a few highpowered American financiers and the
corporations under their control.” In
Sutton’s view bolsheviks and bankers
share an international approach.
“ R evolution and in te rn atio n a l
finance are not at all inconsistent,”
he concludes, “ if the result of revolu
tion is to establish more centralized
authority.” For planned and cen
tralized government, no matter what
its ideology, can stabilize foreign

markets and sources of investment.
Although important Wall Street
leaders conducted covert relations
with the revolutionary government in
Moscow, many of them publicly de
nounced communism and expressed
fears of a bolshevik uprising in the
United States. When the Soviets re
fused to accept the status of a
“ technical colony” and asserted their
hegemony in eastern Europe follow
ing World War Two, the interna
tional banking community enthusias
tically supported the Cold War militance of the Truman administration.
Nevertheless, as the working relation
ship between Rockefeller’s Chase
Manhattan Bank and the People’s
Republic of China should make clear,
financial capitalism and communism
are not necessary enemies.
What’s Left?

A view of the nation’s history in
the past century produces some
perverse conclusions. Liberal reform,
which has brought substantive
assurances for working people and
the middle class, has only succeeded
with the cooperation of corporate
managers and Wall Street interna
tionalists. Corporate liberalism is op
portunistic and impersonal. Its
morality revolves around the stability
of an ever-growing corporate order
and its expansion to a worldwide
economic system. To assure stability
and order, it has paid some attention
to the needs of new entrants to the
marketplace — ethnic workers, racial
m inorities, and more recently,
women. But now energy costs and

balance-of-trade problem s have
jeopardized the entire corporate
order. And Ronald Reagan has
become the first opponent of liberal
internationalism since Barry Gold
water to seriously contend for na
tional power. Reagan’s conservatism
stresses the morality of traditional
family values and the spirit of entreprenurial capitalism instead of cor
porate capitalism. His militant na
tionalism replaces the idea of an in
terrelated global economy with the
challenge of a world simply suceptible
to American whim. This is particu
larly appealing to A m ericans
frustrated by the onrush of overseas
events beyond the control of the
United States.
Despite the legacy of anticorporate
conservatism from which he draws,
President Reagan undoubtedly would
make his peace with the corporate
overseers of the economic system.
But there are two disturbing possi
bilities to be contemplated. First, ma
jor corporate and banking leaders no
longer may believe that the struggling
economy can afford the social and
economic services built into the cor
porate state. Second, serious strategic
difficulties in the vital Middle East
may be prodding liberal interna
tionalists toward a more militant
overseas nationalism. In that case, a
Reagan presidency could incorporate
the worst of both possible worlds of.
the American political mainstream.
For the voter of 1980, the choices
are not bright. Those who look to a
better future once again must select

between two or three major can
didates who embody the mistakes of
the past. Or voters may risk the lux
ury of a protest vote if they are
prepared to accept the worst of
what’s left.
David Horowitz teaches history at
Portland State and is co-author o f
Twentieth Century Lim ited: A
History o f Recent America.
Wall Street on John Reed

...H e can be handled and con
trolled much better by other means
that through the police.
. . . I believe it to be wise not to of
fend the Bolshevik leaders unless and
until it may become necessary to do
so — if it should become necessary —
. . . I think it better policy to attempt
to use such people for our own pur
poses in developing our policy toward
Russia . . .
Can we not use him, instead of em
bittering him and making him an
enemy? He is not well balanced, but
he is . . . susceptible to discreet
guidance and might be quite useful.
— William Franklin Sands, ex
ecutive secretary of the
American International Cor
poration, to the Counselor
for the Department of State,
June 5, 1918. Reed was an
American revolutionary who
compiled eyewitness ac
counts of the Bolshevik Re
volution and represented
Soviet interests in the United
States.

A WOMAN’S C H O IC EABORTION
Abortion is safe and legal when provided in a clinic setting. The Portland
Women’s Health Center is a non-profit, women-controllcd clinic provid
ing gynecological health care screenings, birth control, pregnancy screen
ing, abortion, and referral information. Fees are on a sliding scale.
Welfare, insurance, and credit cards are accepted. For further informa
tion call:

226 N.W. Davis, Portland ^-223^4447
174 E. Broadway,Eagene^ 3423366

P o rtla n d W o m e n ’s H e alth C e n te r
Women’s Choice Clinic
WE HAVE MOVED TO:
6510 SE Foster
Portland, Oregon 97206
(503) 777-7044
New Hours: 9:00am-5:00pm
Some evening clinics

wholesalers of
local and organically grown produce
hours: Mon.-Fri. 6am-2pm
1030 S.E. 10th Avenue
Portland, OR 97214
Phone 234-2118
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s anyone who reads a daily
simply took the results of a Town
newspaper knows, a new coali
Council poll of candidates and of
tion has burst onto the national polifered them to their own constituency
tical scene . . . a strange brew of fun
in reverse . . . those the Town Council
damentalist Christianity and ultra
endorsed, M oral Response con
Conservative politics that has an
demned. These “ borrowed” endorse
nounced as its primary goal the for
ments were used by others of the
mation of a “ Christian Republic”
Cause, like Don Baker of Hinson
here in the U.S.A. Their rhetoric is
Memorial Church who included them
loud and strident, and these evangeli
in a letter to Portland area ministers.
cal new-rightists bill themselves with
In addition to homosexuality, can
names like “ The Moral Majority”
didates’ stands on abortion and the
and “ Moral Rearmament.”
Equal Rights Amendment were para
mount in determining endorsements
The emergence of such a movement
by Moral Response. They state: “ The
in American politics probably has our
directors of Moral Response are
Founding Fathers spinning in their
Christians but we do not base our
graves. The separation of church and
political su p p o rt on religious
state was of such importance to them
grounds. Nor do we intend to use
that it was written into the Bill of
politics to force our religious convic
Rights, that concept is being seriously
tions on others . . . [abortion and gay
challenged by a movement that en
rights] are moral and social issues
compasses faith healing, evangelism,
that deserve the concern of all good
charity and godliness along with
men regardless of religious convic
stands on abortion, homosexuality,
tions. The very basis of our society
Darwinism and the military budget.
and culture is at stake in these times.
The Bible and the flag, the sword and
They very concept of ‘family’ is in
the Cross are symbols of the move
danger. There is time to act if we do it
ment, and fear is its lifeblood: fear of
now . . . . ”
the wrath of God, international Com
The recommendations and en
munism, new sexual attitudes, the
dorsements for the May primary
economy and the breakdown of the
clearly reflected an extremely con
traditional family. The ballot box is
servative o rie n ta tio n . On the
seen as a convenient means of pre
Republican ballot for president, they
emptive retaliation.
“ Prefer Ronald Reagan, a more con
Portland is no stranger to this phe
servative candidate than Bush.
nomenon, which involves several
Reagan opposes the ERA and abor
local churches, their pastors, quasi
tion. Phillip Crane is more or less out
independent political action commit
of the running . . . ” On the
tees and politicians themselves. The
Democratic side they had “ No prefer
CSQ takes a look at one local congre
ence. We suggest you write in if you
gation — Bible Temple Church in
do not favor one of the candidates.
northeast Portland — as a prominent
Note: we strongly favor Reagan from
manifestation of this remarkable
all choices offered.”
development.
Things have changed a lot since the
last Presidential election, when Jim
It Started in a Duck Blind
my Carter swept the fundamentalist
vote with little more than a Bible and
It was winter 1979. Bill Sizemore
a grin, his ignorance of complex
and Jack Louman were sitting in a
issues and lack of experience in
duck blind, waiting for some ducks to
Washington being his main qualifica
fly by so they could shoot them.
tions for the office. The fundamen
While they were waiting, the subject
talists and their leaders may have a
arose of the severe moral decay and
shoit memory for such things, but the
unrighteousness this great country
lesson has not been lost to Reagan
has fallen into. As they got deeper
and his advisors or the many politi
and deeper into the matter, it become
cians and candidates courting the
obvious that firm action had to be
Bible Vote.
taken, and soon. They resolved then
On the local ballots, M oral
and there to join together in a mutual
Response has some clear preferences
effort to stand up to the growing per
and some tough decisions. In the
missiveness, homosexuality, and sin
mayoral race, Sizemore and Louman
that was already rearing its ugly head
joined with Christian conservatives
all over America, from the lowest to
city-wide in support of Frank Ivancie.
the highest places. They beat a hasty
In fact, five days before the election
retreat from the duck blind back to
their flyer was distributed through a
Bible Temple Church where, with
luncheon meeting of pastors at
Pastor Dick Iverson’s blessing, Moral
North’s Chuck Wagon near the Gate
Response was born.
way district in Northeast Portland.
They began operations in an office
Ivancie was the headliner, awkwardly
they rented down the block and
making all those gestures successful
across the street from the church.
politicians make on TV. They refered
From the beginning, care was taken
to him as “ an extremely experienced
to avoid any activities which might
and effective man of high moral
appear to outsiders as actual direct in
fiber,” while all they had to say about
volvement of the church itself in
his main opponent Connie McCready
Moral Response’s tireless efforts in
was that she was endorsed by
the complex task of weaving together
Portland Town Council.
elements of Fundamentalist Chris
They reserved one of their harshest
tianity, National Supremacy, and
judgments for the State Representa
Sexual Intolerance in’o an effective
tive from Northwest Portland, Vera
political organization.
Katz (they managed to misspell her
Moral Response registered as a
name all three times they used it,
political action committee shortly
twice as Vera Kate and once as
before the May 980 primary election.
Verakatz): “ Vera Kate is a liberal
Sizemore and Louman hastily put
who should be unseated at almost any
together a newsletter which they
cost.” They also set their guns on
distributed to 15,000 Portland-area
Senator Bob Packwood: “ Bob Pack
Christians, giving their endorse
wood is one of the worst liberals in
ments. In making these endorse
the U.S. Senate, favoring abortion,
ments, the two were helped immea
gay rights, and the ERA..The only
surably by the work of the Portland
chance of defeating him is if Chris
Town Council, a local gay rights or
tians, conservatives and moralists
ganization. Sizemore and Louman
unite behind one candidate. Brenda
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Jose has the support of Moral Major
ity and the Committee for the Survi
val of a Free Congress.”
In many races candidates who did
not agree with Moral Response’s
stands on issues were unopposed. In
these cases the recommendation was
for no vote or write-in. The Republi
can position for State Senate District
#10 was one of many with no can
didate listed. The Democratic incum
bent, Jim Gardner, had received the
Portland Town Council’s endorse
ment and was unopposed on the
Democratic ballot in the primary.
This is Bible Temple Church’s home
district. After the primary, Sizemore
himself filed for the position and is
now running against Gardner in the
November election.
Big Odds

Sizemore has drawn a particularly
tough candidate in Gardner. Despite
having served only two sessions since
his election in 1978 to fill the unex
pired term of Betty Roberts, he has
turned in some handy achievements.
He won the election as a newcomer to
the political arena with 75% of the
vote, the highest margin in all the
Senate races. During his two sessions
in office he has been chosen by Wil
lamette Week as the outstanding
senator from the Portland area, and
he walked away with the Oregonian’s
poll of fellow legislators as overall
outstanding colleague. These awards
have come mainly from his work in
the Senate Revenue Committee and
the Legislative Conference Commit
tee on Tax Relief. He was a chief
architect of the tax relief package
which statewide voters approved by a
91% margin, and is one of those
responsible for an am endm ent
limiting property tax assessments for
homeowners, an issue dear to the
hearts of his Eastside suburban con
stituency.
But Sizemore is undaunted by all
this. In a 14-page letter he and
Louman sent to P ortland-area
pastors under Pastor Iverson’s name
and distributed at the Chuck Wagon
gathering), they claim: “ Big odds
have never been a concern for God
and His faithful ambassadors.”
There follows what looks like a lineup
from a Biblical sports column:
“ 1. Gen 18-23-33 — God believes
there is enough potential for redemp
tion and restoration if there is as few
as 10 righteous men. 2. Moses vs
Egyptians 3. Elijah at Mt Carmel
4. Gideon’s 300 vs 120,000 5. David
vs Goliath 6. 12 NT [New Testament]
Apostles vs the WORLD!!”
Sizemore and Louman are easy to
find. They teach a class on Thursday
nights in the Church gymnasium on
Current Issues: Church & Politics.
This class isn’t mandatory, but it does
manage to draw close to 200 to its
first meeting. I arrive late, and go to
the gymnasium, where there’s a class
on Old Testament genealogy and con
vents going on. The politics class has
been moved to the main sanctuary, to
make use o f the projector and screen.
I walk in just after the film starts. I t ’s
titled Wake Up America, starring a
Southern preacher named James
Robison, and it features interviews
with prominent ex-generals and poli
ticians on the alarming state of the
moral climate and defense budget. It
also shows us a 195O’s-style map of
the world with all the Communist
countries flashing red like a giant
cancer.
After the film I elbow past the past
the crowd of worshipers and students

wishing to express their appreciation
and renewed committment to the
Cause due to the movie. Everyone
hopes it can be shown again after
evening service on Sunday. Louman
is passing out free tickets to an up
coming film on abortion to be shown
at the Coliseum. Sizemore is happy to
talk to me despite the throng.
I mention the role of churches in
politics today and he’s ready, with
loads of verbal ammunition. He’s
careful to make the distinction bet
ween the role of churches — none —
and the role of the church-goers —
plenty. If they don’t make this
distinction, the IRS is likely to make
it for them. As Sizemore points out in
the letter to the pastors: “ Church
leaders can more clearly and effec
tively address relevant issues if they
understand well their freedoms and
limitations within the framework of
church-state separatio n ‘law s,’
especially as the IRS applies them to
tax-exempt status.”
He then establishes the scare line
used in the “ literature” and the
movement generally: this country is
falling apart and the root cause is
moral decay, and the only way it’s go
ing to be turned around is if good,
moral men get involved and do some
thing about it. There is no shortage of
issues for Christians to get involved
in, either. From the letter comes:
“ NOTE THE FOLLOWING LIST
OF ISSUES RELEVANT TO THE
CH U R CH N O W ! abortion-gay
rights (sodomy) — legalization of
marijuana — euthanasia and infan
ticide — Equal Rights Amendment —
sex education-government control of
private schools-equal coverage of the
creation theory with evolution —
child rights laws — pornography —
prayer in the schools — drafting of
women. This is not to say that other
issues far more complicated are not
relevant to the Church such as
defense spending, the SALT agree
ments, balancing the budget, nuclear
energy, etc., but the above-named
issues are the ones the Church has a
clear Scriptural responsibility and
authority to address.”
I’m curious about the Scriptural
line on, for example, legalization of
marijuana. He has not one, but three
answers, though none rely too heavily
on the Bible: the vast majority of fun
damentalist Christians and clergy
would condemn it, the body is the
temple and whatever harms the tem
ple harms God, and besides they
would oppose marijuana simply on
the basis of the subculture that sur
rounds it.
I know some Biblical references
which could apply to defense spend
ing and arms limitations, such as
Mathew 5:9 Blessed are the peace
makers: fo r they shall be called the
children o f God. But that’s not the
sort of reference Sizemore was talk
ing about. What he’s thinking about
is the Duty of America, as a Christian
nation, to oppose the spread of
World Communism. Over the last
100 years, 95% of all missionaries,
and nearly 100% of their funding,
have come from America. If America
became a Communist country, all
that would be lost. Besides, there’s a
good solid answer rooted in the prin
ciples of political compromise.
Strange Bedfellows

Much of the current political move
ment among fundamentalists grew
out of their participation in the White
House Conference on the Family in
Washington, D.C. in the spring of
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1980. There was consensus among
representatives there that whatever
threatened the traditional maledom inated household (wom en’s
liberation and child rights laws, for
example) also threatened the Church,
and should be resisted. So there was
general agreement on what was
perceived as moral issues. Their
stands on fiscal and military matters,
however, were based on conservative
political tradion and coalition
politics, not religious policy. At the
conference were a number of season
ed lobbying groups and PAC’s
(Political Action Committees) with
well-established connections in Con
gress and with big-time funding
sources. They expressed a willingness
to help the Christians if the Christians
would help them. The Committee for
the Survival of a Free Congress, for
example, is a hard-line right-wing
PAC dedicated to assisting the cam
paigns of hawks running against
doves for seats in Congress. The com
bination of Christian voters and the
PAC’s experience and money could
make quite a difference. According to
Louman and Sizemore’s pamphlet,
“ We have 8,000,000 unregistered
Christian voters . . . All elections are
controlled by the minority of eligible
voters . . . Every election is close . . .
In 1976 22 elections involving good
conservative candidates were lost by
2% of vote.”
It would be comforting if Sizemore
was merely another politicized funda
mentalist. However, he shows an un
expected grasp of the difference be
tween principle and political conve
nience, and he is capable of making
and following the finely-tuned argu
ments necessary for bargaining and
compromise. He is unlikely to be as
effective in the legislature as his op
ponent, but in a coalition of prairie
conservatives, obstructionists, and
other fundamentalists, he could easily
emerge as a force to be reckoned with
in Salem. And if he did well, those
PAC’s in Washington are always
keeping an eye out for promising
young talent . . .
But he tells me he isn’t ambitious.
He doesn’t want to be a Senator or
anything like that. And he doesn’t
want to use the churches as a spring
board.
There are others waiting to talk to
him, so I find my way out of the sanc
tuary back into the lobby, where a
young man and woman are laughing
because they each tried to sell the
other $25 tickets to a Sizemore for
Senate fund-raising dinner.
An Audience
with Pastor Dick Iverson
I was welcomed warmly into his in
ner office with a sincere smile and
firm handshake. We sat facing each
other on a well-stuffed sofa and a
chair. Between us was a glass and
brassy coffee table sitting on a long
haired calico carpet. There was a
gold-plated pitcher and two glasses

on a crystal tray, and a faint aroma of
apple juice. The setting was relaxed
and informal, more like a living room
than an office.
Pastor Iverson has been involved in
the ministry almost all his life. There
was a brief stint in the auto industry,
from 1958 to 1963, when he and his
brothers ran a used-car business.
Dick would fly the private plane to
different cities as a buyer of group
lots of cars. Then they would deter
mine which of these could be sold to
other dealerships, and the rest were
sold on an individual basis.
He took over the pastorship of Bi

students. Several local shops are own
ed either by the Church or church
members, including a bookstore and
gift shop, and two printing presses.
One third of the members live within
walking distance of the church.
It was the move to their present
building ten years ago that brought
Pastor Iverson and his church into
the political arena. The plans had
been drawn, the land purchased, and
everything was set to go except the
necessary permits from city govern
ment. The local Neighborhood Asso
ciation was opposed to the church’s
being built, as was then-Mayor Neil
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ble Temple in 1965 from his father,
who had been pastor of the small con
gregation since 1951. Church mem
bership during his father’s ministry
remained fairly steady at about 150,
winning a few and losing a few each
year. Since his own ministry, growth
has been fairly constant at 15 to 20
per cent a year, and the church now
claims over two thousand members.
Growth in property has kept pace
with membership. In addition to the
new church itself, there is the old
church down the street, used for
classes by the Bible College which has
about 200 students. They also have
their own school — kindergarten
through twelfth grade — with 350
students. Local homes have been con
verted into dormitories for the college

Goldschmidt. Zoning laws had to be
changed or overridden.
“ We were so naive then, we were
like children when it came to dealing
with City Hall,” Pastor Iverson
assured me. “ They really played
some games behind the scenes.”
“ With so much opposition, how
did you ever manage to get it built?”
I asked.
Pastor Iverson leaned back and
smiled: “ Let’s say it was just through
the wisdom of G od.”
City Council member Connie Mc
Cready had been out to the Church
before the controversy and had pro
mised her support whenever it might
be needed. However, that promise
turned out to be an empty one as soon
as it was apparent that the neighbor

For ham burgers
& hom em ade desserts

hood was opposed. On the other
hand, Commissioner Frank Ivancie
had been helpful, and even came out
to apologize to the congregation for
the way the council had acted after it
was all over. So when it came down to
the mayoral election between the two
during last May’s primary election,
the Church was, of course, pretty
solidly behind Ivancie. Supporting
Ivancie was also a major focus of
Moral Response’s earliest activity.
“ Goldschmidt said we’d have to
get out of town, out to the suburbs,
and I said to him ‘We’ll just see about
th at.’ Now we’re here and he’s gone,
even though he might think he went
up, got a promotion,” Iverson tells
me with evident satisfaction.
Now, a decade later, neither Pastor
Iverson nor the Church can be con
sidered politically naive. He assures
me that the Church itself has no role
at all to play in politics. That would,
of course, violate the principle of
separation of Church and State.
However, the Church membership
does have a clear responsibility:
“ Jesus said ‘Render unto Caesar,’
and Caesar says to get involved in
politics, this is a Democracy, we’re
supposed to get involved.”
I ask him about the relationship
between the Church, himself, and
Moral Response. Both Louman and
Sizemore, he tells me, are elders of
the Church, both are self-employed in
contracting and housepainting. As
elders, both have graduated from the
Church’s own Bible college, and are
therefore legally qualified pastors in
their own right. They are oprating in
dependently, however, and not as
agents of the Church. The pastor tells
me that, no, he doesn’t discourage
them in their efforts, he isn’t neutral,
yes, he does encourage them. But
they’re acting on their own anyway.
As for the fetter they wrote sent to all
Portland pastors under Iverson’s
name, he’s willing to stand by the opi
nions expressed and answer my ques
tions about it.
It’s hard to know where to begin.
S ta te m e n ts th a t w ould seem
outrageous in themselves to me and
most people I know are common
truths to him. The idea that women
and homosexuals ought to have equal
rights before the law with their their
straight male fellow citizens to him
seems like the work of the Devil. The
concept that Christians out to fight
for a bigger military budget seems ab
surd to me.
First, on the subject of Church in
volvement in politics, as he sees it, the
State has no right to legislate morali
ty, this would be wrong, you can’t
save soul through legislation. But
when the State starts getting into immoral legislation, it’s going to get a
reaction from the Church. The
Church isn’t just acting then, it’s
reacting: “ All these things . . . gay,
sodomy . . . I don’t think the State
should be involved. But suppose I was
a school administrator (which he is,
among other things) and somebody
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came along who was, let’s say, a
homosexual, and wanted a job as a
teacher in my school. Now maybe
he’s as qualified as the next guy, pro
bably even more so. But he’s goint to
stand up there in front of those young
kids and they’re going to think there’s
nothing wrong with it. Now that’s
bad, it just isn’t right. But if the State
tells me I’ve got to hire this guy
anyway, then they’re legislating im
morality! It’s just not acceptable
from a Judeo-Christian perspective.
Then you’re going to get a reaction
from the Church.”
There is an interesting argument in
favor of the pro-military stance taken
by the New Christian Right: if the
vast majority of Fundamentalist
Christians agree with it, then it must
be in the Scriptures.
This leads to a topic the pastor ob
viously feels strongly about. He leans
forward, forming his hand into a fist,
pounding it into his palm: The reason
the Communist states are so strong is
because they take a strong moral
stand and they come down hard on
anybody who steps out of line!”
“ Are you implying that the Com
munist countries have something we
ought to emulate, that we should
copy in this country?” I ask.
“ No, I wouldn’t want to say th at.”
A Visit to Bible Temple

I haven’t been to church in years.
So there is something like culture
shock or time-warp when I walk into
the front doors of Bible Temple
Church on North-East 76th and
Glisan. The hallway is humming with
clean, wholesome people of all ages,
families, young couples, kids running
around being shushed by their
parents. It seems too bright.
I go through a blizzard of introduc
tions. Shake hands, good morning,
Hallelujah Praise the Lord. It’s too
early to be up on Sunday morning,
much less dressed like a citizen and
saying hello. So much sincerity and
goodness. More introductions. The
standard fraternity-stockbrokersingle’s bar brand of fast friendship:
firm handshake, thump on the
shoulder, look ’em square in the eye.
The stance is solid, like a wrestler
about to make a throw.
It’s hard to believe that these good
people are a part of one of the most
extreme religious-political move
ments to emerge in American politics
since Billy Sunday or Father Caughlin, decades before I was born. Every
where I look there’s this enthusiasm,
this cheerfulness of the Pat BoonDick Clark-Donny & Marie variety.
The main sanctuary downstairs is
nearly full, so 1 follow the crowd up
-the stairs to the balcony. The
church’s overall capacity is some
where around two thousand, one of
the largest in the state. I’m sitting
near the back, to one side of the bal
cony: left field from the preacher’s
point of view. I scan the room. This
state-of-the-art religious architecture.

No pillars of posts or high-backed
pews, no visual barriers between the
pastor and his flock. No banks of
organ pipes, no distracting windows,
stained-glass or clear. The brightpurple carpet keeps you from looking
down. The ceiling is blank, curved,
rounded from the front like the prow
of a ship or a giant whale’s stomach,
lit from above by built-in flourescent
lights behind plastic panels. All the
electronic gadgets are unobtrusive.
The video cameras and track lighting
are built into the wall at the front of
the balcony, as is the sound and light
board which is big as a dinnertable
and pincushioned with knobs and
switches. A separate room holds the

pastor’s entrance is an ex-Marine,
jogs all the time. He looks exactly like
an ex-Marine who jobs all the time
ought to look: crew-cut, square face,
waving his muscular arms around like
banners. Behind him, to his right,
stand a dozen or so elders, all pastors
in their own right, all graduates of the
church’s own Bible college. The
chorus is behind, divided into men’s
and women’s sides. It has to do with
voice ranges. They stand on benches
banked up gradually from the main
stage, the purple carpet unbroken as
it rises from the floor. The same is
true for the orchestra, built up from
the other side. There are a dozen or so
musicians all sawing or blowing away

The Pastor’s Epistle
The letter opens with a Biblical
quote about salt of the earth, and
supposes “ Perhaps the time has'
come for the Church to come out
from under the bushel and climb
back up onto the candlestick. . . ”
It continues with this stirring ad
monition:
“ It is not consistent with Scrip
ture to conclude that if we as
believers could rise up and speak
out, get actively involved and ex
ercise our voting rights, and
thereby greatly halt the encroach
ment of evil in our society, save
millions of babies from being
murdered in their m other’s
womb, and drive the homosex
uals back into shameful hiding
where “ lovers of darkness”
belong, for us not to do so -would
be sin.”
Ironically, non-voting Chris
tians are responsible for the mess
this country’s in:
“ If we are indeed the salt of
the earth, then we must expect
decay in every part of society
where we are not involved. Our
American political process is in a
state of decay for lack of our in
recording equipment, leading down
stairs to the casette tape sales counter
in the lobby, where, minutes after the
sermon, the first eighteen tapes are
labeled and ready for sale. Others will
be copied later for sale and distribu
tion to subscribers all over the coun
try and in many foreign countries. A
family, Cuban or South American,
not Mexican, files into the pew in
front of me and puts on the Spanish
language translation earphones.
Everybody’s singing. There aren’t
any hymn-books in miniature balcon
ies on the backs of the pews though.
The words are shown by overhead
projector on the screen that drops out
of the curved wall behind the pulpit,
between the choir and the orchestra. 1
can’t pretend 1 can’t find the page or
got lost in the score, so I don’t have
an excuse for not singing along. My
neighbor leans over and keeps me in
formed: the man who leads the sing
ing for the warm-up before the
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fluence. We must expect increas
ed economic woes and a decline
in our national defense posture to
accompnay our trends toward
moral collapse, while we could
also expect divine blessing and
protection to be upon our nation
if we stand up for righteousness.
The 1980’s can indeed be the
‘decade of the church’. . . ”
There is a connection between
economic woes and our national
defense posture, but that’s pro
bably not the way they meant it.
Federal taxes will take ah average
of six hundred and sixty some
dollars from every man, woman,
and child in the country for direct
current military expenditures in
the coming fiscal year. The raw
materials, manpower, and non
renewable energy consumed by
the military might have some
thing to do with our inflation and
recession.
The letter goes on to predict
the Apocalypse, WWill in the
Middle East and the rise of the
Antichrist. But we might have
more time, if only the Church
would get out the vote.
on their instrum ents, from a
precocious violinist who can’t be
more than eight-years-old to a man
with greying hair and a trombone. A
rock-and-roll-style drummer and
electric bass are in the center of all
this. Everyone does what they can.
Praising the Lord . . .

Everybody’s moving, everything’s
in motion, nothing’s standing still.
The song resonates, bounces back
and all around and fills the room.
People are standing, bowing their
heads and neighing like horses, shak
ing their shoulders and raising their
palms to the sky.
The hymn on the big board was one
I’d never heard before, but what it
lacked in familiarity it made up for in
simplicity. After a couple of lines it
came to a stanza which was simply
“ Our God Reigns,” repeated six
times. When the end came, the leader

started the refrain again. Six more
times. Then six more after that, then
six times just humming.
The singing is drawing to a close,
and from the side door I witness the
ex-Marine exhorting the congregation
to make whatever sacrifices they have
to make in order to come to the
church for evening services and stay
for a film entitled Wake Up America.
They’ve been hearing a lot lately
about how, as Christians, they have a
moral obligation to get involved in
politics and rescue this great country
from the clutches of the unrighteous,
and maybe they’ve wanted to but
didn’t know how to go about it.
That’s what this film is for.
When he’s finished, Pastor Iverson
takes the pulpit and further endorses
the film. He says of the film’s star,
James Robison, “ This man is a real
prophet of God. I met him personally
at a service like this one in Texas.”
The film has much to say, but it’s
main thrust is the old 195O’s Cold
War rhetoric that America needs a
bigger military budget to combat the
growing threat of International Com
munism.
Robison’s style of delivering his
speech on the coming kingdom of
God is so enthusiastic and authorita
tive that the audience is easily swept
away on a wave of admiration. When
he reaches full pitch, the crowd in the
darkened sanctuary responds with re
joicing sounds: “ Let detente wait!
Let Salt 1 and II wait! Let Sadat wait!
Let Begin Wait! Let peace wait! It’s a
false peace anyway!” It’s as though
he’s put his finger on something these
Christians have felt all along, and just
needed somebody to spell out for
them. He has more good news:
“ Freedom is not the right to do what
you want to do but the God-given
right to do what you’re supposed to
do!” More cries of praise. He has
some fairly original insights into the
Bible. He says it goes against Scrip
ture to take from the rich and give to
the poor, and that it is Scriptural to
fight to defend the Faith and defend
Right and his blood will run in his
ankles before he’ll ever see another
flag raised over this country. He pro
bably has a different translation than
the one I grew up with.
The F undam entalist political
caucus is strong and growing
stronger. Pastors and their congrega
tions in Portland and across the coun
try are joining the movement and
raising their voices. Yet success might
not be as complete as many of their
leaders would hope for. It is likely
that there are still large numbers of
Christians who are holding back who
would like to do as their leaders
recommend but their conviction gives
way to confusion as they leave their
churches and try to remember what it
was they were supposed to do. Some
thing just doesn’t seem quite right to
them. As the election draws near,
they will be encouraged with greater
and greater heights of oratory and
eloquence from the pulpit.
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By M.G. Horowitz
or a while, it looked like the
Democrats might redeem their
sporadic tradition of responsiveness.
As this reporter flew into the Apple in
early August, substantial numbers of
Carter delegates were uneasy over
Jimmy’s dramatic slippage in the
polls and his poor judgment in having
deputized his brother. As a result of
this restlessness, several intra-party
movements burgeoned, each welcom
ing the attention of the world’s
media, including the CSQ:
1. Committee to Continue the
Open Convention. Represented by a
spunky Long Island congressman,
Tom Downey, CCOC opposed the
proposed rule binding delegates to
their candidates. Joining the com
mittee were a host of party luminaries
including New York’s Governor
Carey and Mayor Koch, Washington
senators Jackson and Magnuson, and
Oregon Congressman Weaver. Sever
al journalists tried to paint the CCOC
as a Kennedy front but, in fact, many
members — like Downey himself —
were Carter supporters who felt that
Jimmy would fare better as the
nominee of an open convention.
2. Democratic Agenda. Formed in
1975 as Democracy 76, the Agenda
boasted a hearty coalition of union
ists, minorities, feminists and envi
ronmentalists dedicated to revitaliz
ing the Democratic platform. Buoyed
by the participation of such pro
gressives as Michael Harrington,
Gloria Steinem, Julian Bond, Cesar
Chavez, and Douglas Fraser, Demo
cratic Agenda lobbied the convention
on behalf of health insurance, public
energy, women’s rights, and job pro
grams.
3. Kennedy for President Commit
tee. From the moment his organi
zation moved to within a mile of the
convention, the Senator’s campaign
seemed to respire with a vitality we
hadn’t seen on television in previous
months. Volunteers flooded the
solon’s headquarters while television
crews chased publicists for fiveminute audiences with the suddenly
more credible candidate.
So infectious was this kinetic over
ture to the convention that it affected
John Anderson. During this period,
Anderson met with Kennedy and an
nounced afterward that he would re
assess his candidacy should Carter
not be renominated. For a few days,
in fact, it looked like Anderson’s Na
tional Unity campaign might fuse
with a rejuvenated Democratic Party,
led by a resurrected Senator Kennedy.
But who, after all, was the expert
on rebirth? Did anyone expect the
Born Again king to passively yield the
metaphor of renascence?
It is generally recognized that Car
ter’s pre-convention comeback began
with his press conference regarding
brother Billy. Unarguably, this was
vintage Carter: cool and forthright, if
vague and incomplete. Reporters
emerged from the briefing convinced
that Jimmy never knew the Libyans
were financing Billy or that Carter
ever altered American policy as a
result. In the end, the unanswered
questions hardly mattered; the an
swered ones were fielded smoothly
enough. From there, the President’s
Men moved into New York with
growing confidence and renewed
strength.
This reporter was only one of
11,000 journalists who took a Knick
erbocker Holiday from business-asusual to ponder ’n’ party with what
they’ll tell you is the Free World’s
largest political organization. Yet
though I represented only 15,000
Oregon readers, the Carter machine
touched even me. In a stopover at
Carter headquarters to retrieve the
latest broadside against Kennedy one
night, I was buttonholed by a young
operative and asked whether I’d like
to chat with the Secretary of Com
merce, who just happened to be read
ing a newspaper across the room.
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(Conventions are interesting, aren’t
they? If CSQ had wanted to inver
view the Secretary of Commerce any
other time, it almost certainly would
have been shunted to some apple
cheeked Deputy Under!)
The exclusive with Secretary Klutz
nick did not, of course, turn out to be
the smooth PR ploy that my hostess
had intended. Before the Secretary
had a chance to put his paper down,
he was reminded of the depression in
the Oregon homebuilding industry
and the hundreds of inscribed build
ing blocks that disillusioned Demo
crats in the state have been sending
the President. The Secretary blamed
the homebuilding depression on inter
est rates, which he quickly added
were dropping. Didn’t the trouble
some energy market also contribute
to the industry’s problems, this re
porter wondered. Klutznick nodded
yes, energy was a “ contributing
cause.” But people had to realize that
two million unit years were over; we
needed to adjust to 600,000 to one
million. Was that a progressive stan
dard, we asked. “ I don’t think it’s
healthy,” came the reply. “ But it’s
not that wnhealthy.” Ah, the com
fortable complacency of the Carter
Administration — which it prefers to
call realism. Of course, sluggish con
struction is not particularly distress
ing — unless you’re a laid-off mill
worker or a family on a waiting list
for public housing.
But for every reporter the Cabinet
didn’t impress during that Lost
Weekend, there were scores of jour
nalists it did. Carter’s lieutenants
seemed to be everywhere. No one was
surprised, for example, when Neil
Goldschmidt and Alan Webber
visited the Oregon caucus the night
before the rules showdown. (Despite
Administration efforts, the Oregon
delegation performed with character
istic independence. Not one Kennedy
delegate nominated Carter after Ken
nedy’s withdrawal; yet a Carter dele
gate abandoned the President on the
night of the rules fight.)
By the following morning, it was
apparent that, by and large, the Pres
ident’s delegates were going to stick

with him. Opposed to Kennedy, even
anxious Carter delegates saw no alter
native to the President. As Carolina’s
Robin Britt asked the Times, “ Who
else is there? Would you want to run
with Henry Jackson? With Robert
Byrd? I don’t think Mondale or
Muskie would take i t . . . . ”
The Democrats’ denoument ar
rived inexorably: the defeat of the
Open Convention by a 20 percent
plurality, Kennedy’s dramatic cry in
the night, the appendage of some
liberal platform planks that could be
easily circumvented, and the delayed
appearance of a reserved Kennedy on
the podium at convention’s end.
Yet even as liberals left New York
without a place in either of the tradi
tional parties, mavericks were sniping
at the Administration from the wings,
flanks bearing names like Citizens,
Libertarian, National Unity, and
Socialist. One could detect aspects of
the Kennedy program in some of the
planks of these other parties: opposi
tion to draft registration, limited
nuclear war, and nuclear plant con
struction . . . support for price con
trol and national health insurance.
But whether the Democratic left
would be attracted to these likenesses
remained unclear.
September Song
By September, however, some clar
ity did begin to appear. To further
woo progressives in late August, John
Anderson had selected a Kennedy
Democrat, former Wisconsin Gover
nor Pat Lucey, as his running mate.
Two weeks later, the New York Lib
eral Party dealt the Carter camp a
major blow by switching its endorse
ment to Anderson’s National Unity
ticket.
The Liberal Party has been a
staunch supporter of Democratic
standardbearers for four decades; its
alienation from candidate Carter sud
denly made nationwide liberal defec
tions more likely. And yet there were
those who wondered why these New
York liberals found Jimmy Carter’s
second term impossible to support
. . . while Truman, Johnson, and

erstwhile Carter had been, well, okay.
A glance through the last year’s
pages of The Village Voice — a quin
tessential New York liberal journal —
provides a ready answer. With veter
an analysts Alexander Cogburn and
James Ridgeway scrutinizing Carter’s
domestic record and legendary inves
tigator I.F. Stone weighing the Presi
dent’s foreign stance, the Georgia
Peach hasn’t been permitted much
license.
Cogburn and Ridgeway claim, for
example, that by deregulating oil,
Carter “ turned over energy policy to
the major oil companies and to
OPEC, which jointly . . . establish
world prices.” And, according to the
two authors, the result has been that
this year’s oil glut was not followed
by lower prices; unchallenged mon
opolies, they argue, do not have to
drop prices when demand falls.
Stone, on the other hand, finds re
cent Carter foreign policy to be noth
ing short of jingoism. In the Pueblo
affair in North Korea, Stone remem
bers, Johnson was willing to make
some apologies to the Koreans to re
solve the incident; given the CIA’s
record in Iran, he wonders, why can’t
the President do likewise regarding
that country? Izzy’s conclusion: “ A
peaceable solution would require a
price and Carter is not willing to pay
it.”
If acknowledged, jingoism and
monopoly are awkward items for
progressives to support; Ted Kennedy
was surely speaking for liberals in
July when he said, “ Democratic poli
cies have not failed these last four
years. They have not been tried.”
With barbs like these from Ken
nedy and the liberal press, defections
by the Democratic left were perhaps
inevitable. It was the task of the con
vention, of course, to turn the ebbing
tide, to convert desertion into unity.
But if New York is any indication,
liberals had closed the book on
Jimmy Carter months before. Which
meant that, after confirming the
rules, all the President could do in
Madison Square Garden was win.
Collage by Robyn Tarbet

Ulusiimy, fnunpnsiliy. and, bullshit

viz p x ^ u i

CANDIDATE
COMMONER
By David Milholland
nly 10 days before joining Barry
Commoner on the northbound
AMTRAK out of Salem, I was wit
ness to the awesome array of power
which accompanied incumbent Jim
my Carter when he visited the row
house complex which abuts my back
yard in Buckman, SE Portland. A
praetorian guard of Secret Service
agents, augmented by treasury agents
and Portland’s finest, gave a desper
ate edge to the otherwise calm and
smiling Presidential sojourn. The
sound of children hammering open
an upstairs window to better view
their leader immediately riveted the
entire group’s eyes to a perceived
threat. A veritable deluge of press
and television crews, and a chanting
assembly of schoolchildren, support
ers and people “ sending him a mes
sage” (which included a large contin
gent of “ Communists for Reagan” )
made this backyard chat into an event
that far overshadowed the man.
Barry Commoner, by way of con
trast, is traveling light. His only pro
tection is an aide who joined the train
in Salem, relieving the young man
who’d accompanied Commoner from
Eugene. As the interview makes clear,
the C itiz e n ’s P arty can d id ate
launched an earnest campaign to
establish an alternative and long-lived,
party, only to find the national media
focusing on their version of a third
choice, a sanitized and very non
Commoner: Oh, I was one of the
threatening John Anderson.
small group, I suppose a half a dozen
Commoner, whose academic cre
dentials (he studied at Columbia and
people, that looked each other in the
Harvard and is currently Director of
eye and said let’s do it.
the Center for the Biology of Natural
CSQ: Had you been involved with
Systems at Washington University in
another party before that time? Have
St. Louis) and reputation as an
you started another independent
energy visionary make him a highly
party?
creditable spokesperson on issues of
Commoner: No, the only direct
national concern, has chosen to take
political activity I had was in the
on the gluteus maximus of our pres
Stevenson campaign.
ent system, corporate influence and
CSQ: What made you think that
abuse, to which he traces most of our
this was the time to start a new party?
pressing problems. Not since the can
Commoner: Well, if you read the
didacy of Progressive Henry Wallace
last chapter of my last book, I devel
in 1948, or the many efforts by
oped an analysis starting with the
Eugene V. Debs, has anyone running
consideration of the energy question
for President both proposed substan
which led to the conclusion that .the
tial changes in the way the nation
basic reason for almost all of our dif
conducts business and tried diligently
ficulties is that the big corporations
to reach the mainstream of the Amer
that govern what the country does
ican public. That Commoner has
have reached the point where their
largely failed to capture public atten
profit-oriented decisions are no
tion — his dream of garnering 5 per
longer in the national interest. Their
cent of the national vote is dubious if
p ro fit-o rie n te d decisions have
not deluded — should not prevent us
wrecked the auto industry, steel in
from taking the man or his message
dustry . . . have led to the importing
seriously.
of oil, led to inflation, they may lead
Commoner is traveling AMTRAK
to war, and it struck me that
because he believes that railroads
[resistance to] exerting social control
must play a central role in any hope
over those decisions is something so
for national recovery. We arrived in
deep and pervasive that it really
Portland to a train wreck and alcohol
hasn’t arisen in the country’s history
fire which impeded our reaching
since the abolition of slavery, which
Union Station, and it forced many of
was also social governance of the
us, including Commoner, to jump
means of production. If you look at
train and look for alternative trans
the history of abolition you discover
portation. The Citizen’s Party can
that for a number of elections before
didacy of Barry Commoner and
a Lincoln, the two parties —- the
LaDonna Harris might be just what
Whigs and the Democrats — were in
the conductor ordered. We give you
capable of dealing with the issue and,
an uncommon Commoner.
as a result, you had nonsensical cir
CSQ: What was your role in the
cuses instead of campaigns. The par
founding o f the Citizen’s Party?
allel with the present situation is very
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close, that the two parties clearly are
losing the affiliation of the voters for
the reason that they can’t deal with
this new issue, and that a new party is
needed, just as the Republican Party
was needed to bring about abolition.
That’s what brought me to the con
clusion.
CSQ: Anderson, in a sense,
stepped into the hole that you had
hoped to fill, he’s basically an
opportunist.
Commoner: Right; as usual, the es
tablishment comes up with a way of
co-opting positions, and Anderson
was the establishment’s version of an
alternative. But I think it’s clear;
most people are beginning to see
through that.
CSQ: What do you hope to accom
plish with this campaign?
Commoner: Well, the campaign is
the first campaign that the party’s
conducted. We expect to put our
selves in position as a significant ele
ment in the country’s political future.
And, in fact, I think we’ve already ac
complished that.
CSQ: You’ve talked a lot about 5
percent o f the national vote. Are you
anticipating 5 percent?
Commoner: It’s very hard to tell. I
think we have a shot at it. The last
poll I heard here in Oregon gave us 11
percent. We are 3 percent in Maine,
somewhere between 1 and 2 percent
nationally. What we are out to do is
start a political party, start campaign
ing, raise the issue and, in fact, give
the voters some sense that it’s worth
voting. It’s expected that less than
half of the voters will vote in Novem
ber and, you know, it’s a disgrace;
it’s evidence of what they think of the

conventional candidates. Not much.
CSQ: In many European countries
and Third World countries there are
many parties that actually have a play
o f power. Would you like to see a
change in the U.S. governmental
structure to allow this kind o f minor
ity participation?
Commoner: I think there’s going to
be a sweeping political realignment
after the 1980 elections, and we’ll
play a role in that. It’s hard to see
how that’ll go: whether there’ll be
two new parties created, two parties
with really different political philoso
phies, whether there’ll be three, a
multi-party system. But I think we’re
in for a big realignment.
CSQ: In the nineteenth century, a
section o f the Whig Party became our
present-day Republican Party. Re
cently there was a hope that a number
o f people would defect fro m the
Democratic Party. William Winpisinger (the socialist president o f the
900,000-member Machinists union) at
least made a move that way.
Commoner: They have. We’re go
ing to announce in the next two weeks
of “ Democrats for CommonerHarris.”
CSQ: Are there any significant
labor leaders that have joined?
Commoner: There’s not any of
Winpisinger’s stature, but we’ve got
quite a few state legislators, county
leaders, and so on. And a certain
number of labor people.
CSQ: Many people are concerned
about the Reagan candidacy. I t ’s the
classic thing; it happened with Gold
water. Again, the lesser o f three evils.
Commoner: Remember, we elected
Johnson and he put us into war.
CSQ: Do you distinguish between
the three candidates in any way? You
say that you think this is a critical
election, but how do you distinguish
between them, i f at all?
Commoner: Well, certainly I can
distinguish between them. However,
the big issue is this: There are two fac
tors that ought to be involved in the
election. One is, who do you elect.
The second is the political environ
ment in which that President has to
operate. We have neglected the sec
ond factor. If the Citizen’s Party
weren’t around, or if you vote for one
of those three candidates, let’s say
you’re a peace voter, and you vote for
Carter because he’s the least likely to
push the button, you have now
thrown your peace vote away. He will
never know he got a peace vote, no
one in the country will know that
there is a peace vote; it’ll just be a
vote for Carter, who obviously
doesn’t exactly have a peace position.
The only way to record a peace vote
in the 1980 election is by voting for
the Citizen’s Party. The existence of
that constituency — the significant
vote for the Citizen’s Party — is far
more important to protect the coun
try from right-wing influence during
the next four years than the question
of who’s in the White House. We’re
in for four bad years, no matter
whether Carter, Reagan or Anderson
is elected, and the judgment that you
have to make is, what is the best way
for progressives to use their vote? Is it
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The corporations can’t hack it
putting Carter in office, or voting to
create an independent, ongoing pro
gressive constituency in the form of
the Citizen’s Party? My judgment is
the latter.
CSQ: A t the beginning o f the
Carter presidency, it seemed there
was some hope anyway in the area o f
foreign affairs. He was talking about
Human Rights policy. He got the
Panama Canal treaty passed, and
h e ’s handled, at least to some degree,
the Nicaraguan situation, although
things have fallen apart elsewhere this
last while. What fundamental differ
ences are there between Carter’s phil
osophy and approach to running
things internationally, and the way
y o u ’d like to be able to do so if you
were elected.
Commoner: The Carter foreign
policy is a foreign policy of belliger
ence. I think that his treatment of the
Mideast situation has been disas
trous. Look, he’s now created a rapid
deployment force which is directed
towards the Middle East, flatly, and
the general in command, Kelly, said
before Congress the other day, when
he was pressed, we are ready for war
tomorrow. But Carter, as far as I ’m
concerned, should have made a clari
fying statement that the Mideast
force is not a force directed toward

conducting a war. Of course, that
raises a question, what is it all about?
That’s just one example. I think that
his foreign policy has just been dis
astrous.
CSQ: How would you see your fo r 
eign policy i f you were in the position
to conduct one, toward our tradi
tional allies, Japan, Germany, Great
Britain, France.
Commoner: Is Japan a traditional
ally?
CSQ: In the last 15 to 20 years, it
certainly has been a partner o f an
alliance.
Commoner: I think that the United
States has tried to form an alliance
against the Soviet Union, which I
think is a disastrous step, because it
can only lead to war. The Soviet
Union feels itself surrounded and
responds to threats, unfortunately,
by belligerence, as in Afghanistan. I
think it’s been a mistake for the
United States to put together alliances
which are really only directed toward
the Soviet Union, not toward the
maintenance of peace.
CSQ: Another area that’s been hot
— and is going to be hotter — is
South Africa. What is your position
toward South Africa?
Commoner: We’re all on the side
of the blacks and against the right

actual social and economic balance in
this country. How would you like to
see that change?
Commoner: It’s already happened.
The inability of the corporations —
guided only by profit-oriented deci
sions — to maintain the American
economy is now notorious. Paul
Volcker, the chairman of the Federal
Reserve, said last November that
there’s no way to deal with our eco
nomic problems without reducing the
standard of living of the average
American. That means making the
poor poorer. The corporations can’t
hack it, to put it simply. We’re in the
process of disindustrialization — in
the steel industry, the auto industry
— our railroads are the only railroads
in any industrial country that are de
teriorating. In other words, our cor
porations are already in retreat, and
not because of a shortage or difficulty
of access to natural resources. You
have to make much broader decisions
than profit-oriented ones, decisions
based on the national interest, on the
question of the environment, jobs,
and so on.
CSQ: What rate o f unemployment
are you willing to live with?
Commoner: Zero! Our position is,
everybody who wants to work ought
to have a job. You know, it’s rather
easy to predict the number of people
who are going to be looking for jobs
from year to year, from demographic
data. We say, we ought to build into
the system of production sufficient
jobs for those people.
CSQ: What areas would you like to
see this job building? You’re not talk
ing about make-work jobs; y o u ’re
talking about new jobs that’ll make
this country come alive again.
Commoner: We have an awful lot
of things that we have to do. We have
to rebuild the railroads. We have to
develop a total solar economy. Those
two things alone are enough to give
everybody jobs, providing we orga
nize in order to do such social pur
poses rather than to make profits for
a few corporations.
CSQ: I t ’s significant that the Citi
zen’s Party has nominated both a
woman and a Native American fo r
Vice President. What role has she
played so fa r in the campaign.
Commoner: LaDonna campaigned
down in Eugene. She’s been cam
paigning, particularly in the South
west and western states, although
she’s been in New York as well. She’ll
be on the road steadily from now to
election.
CSQ: She’s part o f some Native
American group [CIRC] that is con
cerned about uranium, uranium min
ing, and is also open to having it con
tinue; fo r job reasons, I would
assume. What is your attitude toward
this?
Commoner: Well, it’s a total mis
conception. This relates to a funda
mental split within the Native Amer
ican movement as to whether tribes
should go back to the old ways or ex
ploit their resources when they gain
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wing white governments. We think
that, more important, all of the Third
World countries need constructive
economic support from the United
States, not military equipment. Hell,
we’re distributing a lot more military
equipment than we are economic aid.
CSQ: What would you really like
to see happen as fa r as the U.S. ’s role
in the Middle East? A t this time it has
a traditional alliance with Israel that
has been a bugaboo from the word
go. What would you really see hap
pening there?
Commoner: The first thing for us
to do is to stop shipping arms — to
the Middle East, to anybody, any
where in the world, but particularly
the Middle East. The next thing to do
is to take positive steps toward settl
ing our differences with Iran. I have
already proposed two things: One is
re-establishing diplomatic relations;
the other is releasing all of the docu
ments that record our intervention in
the internal affairs of Iran. I have
good reason to believe that this would
facilitate the release of the hostages,
which, in turn, I think, wduld help
settle the war with Iraq. 1 also think
that we ought to disassemble the
Rapid Deployment Force. I think that
is a threat to peace in the Middle
East, a threat to peace in the world.
When the Iraqi dictators learned that
we’re getting ready to prepare a force
to operate in the Middle East, I’m
sure they said, “ Yeah, we’ve got this
century-old conflict. This is our
chance to really do something about
it.” They moved in. I think we en
courage that belligerence.
CSQ: What do you see as our role
vis-a-vis Israel. The relationship it has
with the United States is a long
standing one.
Commoner: I think that if we with
drew the shipment of arms to the
Middle East, it would actually help
Israel. You know, Israel confronts
two armies of any significance. One is
the Egyptian Army and the other is
the Saudi Arabian Air Force. They’re
at peace with Egypt for the moment,
which is a good thing. But we have
been arming those two potential ad
versaries of Israel, which is insane.
CSQ: A ll three sides . . . that’s in
teresting.
Commoner: Well, and the other
side of it is that Israel is the only
country in the area that produces its
own weapons. I think, on balance,
Israel would benefit from our com
plete cessation of arms shipments.
CSQ: William Appleman Williams,
writing in The Nation, said that the
United States ’ biggest problem in the
next period o f time is to deal with the
loss o f empire and the psychological
adjustment as much as anything. I f
we were not able to maintain the em
pire and our direct access to the mate
rial goods that we’ve been exploiting
fo r these many years, what do you
think would happen in this country?
It would appear that we would at
least have some diminished produc
tion, that we’d see some shift in the

access to them. It’s a division of opin
ion which I don’t think the Citizen’s
Party wants to take a position on. My
opinion is, the tribes have suffered
for many years from the lack of ac
cess to their own resources and they
ought to get it, and it’s up to them to
decide what to do with it. They may
make decisions that I disagree with,
but they’re their decisions to make.
As it works out, some tribes, when
they get access to their resources . . .
AMTRAK: Good afternoon, ladies
and gentlemen, this is the last call for
the snack car . ..
Commoner: . . . decide to exploit
them, to mine coal and uranium.
LaDonna Harris’ organization was
set up to help those tribes that de
cided to do it, to deal with their re
sources in the safest and most effec
tive way, which I think is a good idea.
LaDonna Harris — like I am and the
Citizen’s Party is — is against nuclear
power, against the mining of urani
um. But we are in favor of the rights
of tribes to make those decisions for
themselves.
CSQ: Can you enunciate your
stand on the rights o f racial minori
ties within the United States further
than what y o u ’ve just said?
Commoner: Well, 1 think one of
the most serious problems we have in
the country is the discrimination
against blacks, Hispanics, Native
Americans, and we take very intran
sigent stands on that issue. We’re in
favor of the rigorous protection of
the civil rights legislation, but beyond
that, our economic program makes it
possible for people who theoretically
have a right to a job to get a job. It
doesn’t do any good to have the ERA
if there aren’t enough jobs around so
that women who want to work can
get ’em.
CSQ: What about the rights o f sex
ual minorities?
Commoner: Oh, we’re for com
plete civil rights for gays, anyone with
alternative sexual preferences. We are
for free choice in abortion, with fed
eral funding.
CSQ: What role would you like to
see cooperatives play in a new Am er
ican economy?
Commoner: An extremely impor
tant idea, because one of the things
that we’re concerned with is ways of
building social governance of produc
tive entities that match the profit
structure. One of the things we’ve
proposed is the creation of energy co
operatives as a way of building neigh
borhood cogenerator-based power
systems, that the people in the neigh
borhood will own and operate. I
think that the growth of food cooper
atives ought to be vastly expanded,
giving them the help that they need to
meet problems that they can’t solve
now. For example . ..
AMTRAK: Good afternoon, ladies
and gentlemen, East Milwaukie is ap
proaching . . .
Commoner: In the Hudson Valley
of New York, there are quite a few
food cooperatives. One of the things

they’ve done is to get together and set
up a cooperative trucking operation,
to carry supplies back and forth.
Many of them need canning facilities.
Some of them have their own gardens
that produce more food than they can
consume. We would be very much in
favor Of a loan program, to allow
groups like that to set up canning
facilities, production facilities, so
that they can cooperatively produce
the kind of food they want.
CSQ: What would you like to see
changed in U.S. agricultural policy?
Commoner: We are probably the
only party with a real agricultural
policy, and we have some pretty
strong feelings about that. One is that
the grip of the oil and petrochemical
companies on agriculture has got to
be broken, for the sake of the farm
ers, for the sake of the quality of
food, for the quality of the environ
ment. We’re very much in favor of
improving the overall economic posi
tion of agriculture. Since 1950, the
terms of trade of U.S. Agriculture as
compared to the rest of the economy
— that is, the fraction of the output

is entirely possible for all of the gaso
line to be replaced by alcohol derived
from crops and forest products.
CSQ: What kind o f timeline do you
see fo r this?
Commoner: If we really did it, with
a crash program, I think that could be
accomplished in the next 15 years.
CSQ: But y o u ’re not talking about
having Exxon doing it?
Commoner: Exxon can’t do it. Ex
xon can’t do it because it has to be
done on a farm scale. The most effi
cient way to produce alcohol in agri
cultural communities is to have, at
most, five to ten farms cooperating.
Exxon is not going to be able to do it
and, in fact, the farmers are going to
start putting Exxon out of the gaso
line business, which I think is a good
idea.
CSQ: What relationship would you
like to see exist between the federal
government and state and local gov
ernments?
Commoner: That’s an interesting
situation. Most of the progressive
things that we propose require rela
tively little from the federal govern

We ’re in fo r a bad fo u r years
of the economy that goes to agricul
ture — has declined sharply, and I
think that’s a bad mistake. Steps
ought to be taken to restore that,
partly by improving the role of agri
culture in the energy system. We are
very much in favor of devising ways
of adding to the production of agri
culture and, for that matter, of
timber, methods of producing fuel. It

ment, except backing up with funds
and, on the other hand, state govern
ments may not be quite structured
right. We may have to move even
tually to some kind of regional gov
ernment based on some kind of
regional characteristics, or their
resources. That’s an interesting ques
tion.
CSQ: Do you see potential frag

mentation in the structure o f the na
tion as the result o f that?
Commoner: No, I don’t think so. I
think it’s simply a question of having
things done best, having things done
on a scale where they can be done
best.
CSQ: Do you support a strong
presidency?
Commoner: I don’t know what
that means. I support an intelligent
presidency, a competent presidency
— something we haven’t had for a
long time.
CSQ: I ’m talking about the Presi
dent vis-a-vis the Congress.
Commoner: That’s a false issue,
really. The trouble is, we have no
sense of national purpose; we don’t
know where the country is going. I
think we have to establish that. Then
I think we can find suitable things for
the President to do, and the Con
gress, and the rest of us.
CSQ: You really do believe, then,
that within your lifetime, our life
time, we can address the issue o f
energy self-sufficiency in the United
States.
Commoner: Oh, absolutely. No
question about it.
CSQ: A n d that is the most critical
issue that we are facing at this time
from what you are saying. In the un
likely event you were elected Presi
dent, do you feel humanly capable o f
dealing with the plethora o f issues
that a President as an individual has
to face?
Commoner: I will not respond to
what is a totally hypothetical situa
tion. I will not be elected at this
time . . .
CSQ: In light o f recent history, do
you think that the office o f President
has grown to complicated fo r one
man to handle competently?
Commoner: I’ve given you the
reason for the incompetence of our
recent Presidents. The reason is that
we’ve done just what we did before
the Civil War: elected non-entities
because the two parties don’t want
people in office who are ready to talk
about the fundamental issue of social
governance of the means of produc
tion. Just as Buchanan, Tyler, Polk
and Pierce aren’t remembered in his
tory, neither will Carter, Reagan or
Anderson. That’s the reason for the
inadequate presidency. I don’t think
it’s the job; I think it’s a false issue.
CSQ: Are you looking forward to
considering Presidential candidacy
again in 1984?
Commoner: Well, I’m not running
in order to make a career of being a
candidate; I’m running to perform a
service to the Citizen’s Party because
they asked me to do it. What I’ll do
between now and 1984 is work as
hard as I can for the Citizen’s Party.
CSQ: So you see, and many, many
people see, the Citizen’s Party as a
long-term approach?
Commoner: That is the whole rea
son for it. We intend to become a ma
jority party. It’s not a one-shot
campaign.
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FIRE&LOVE
By Stephen W allin

BETWEEN FIRE AND LOVE
Contemporary Peruvian Writing
Lynn A. Darroch, Editor
$5, Mississippi Mud

writers speak not simply for the indi
vidual, but directly for their people —
both metaphysically and politically.
In section five of this book, with
romantic love as the theme, a poem
by Mario Montalbetti ends:

my wife loves of course an
industrialist
“The human spirit that rises above
before her father and
deprivation to affirm the jo y and love
even before her mother and
o f which humanity is also capable is
of course before me.
made stronger, sharper, and given a
The
poem is unassuming, a love poem
more compelling edge by the adver
of sorts, but with the poet’s reference
sity it must overcome. ”
to industrialist, the poem takes on a
—Lynn A. Darroch
political flavor. Most of us are aware
of the political instability and poverty
foreign industrialists have created for
t was the French who started the
South Americans. Montalbetti is
cerebral nonsense that became sur
realism but it took Spanish-speaking aware and his response is one of
humor and quiet anger. They are atti
poets (Lorca, Neruda, Vallejo) to
tudes found throughout Between Fire
transform it from the realm of the in
A n d Love.
tellect into the realm of the heart. For
It would be wrong to suggest that
them the soul was inseparable from
no North American writers address
flesh and earth. It was the common
themselves to the rights of their peo
experience of common people that
ple. Black writers have. An example
concerned them. As long as their race
is the important but neglected poet,
suffered they sang of suffering, of
Sterling A. Brown. His Southern
suffering and love — a difficult but
Road is a classic. Brown’s tradition,
absolute combination. What struck
however, is highly different. His
me most when I first read Between
poems are narratives, myths about in
Fire A n d Love was the lack of sur
dividuals who exemplify their race.
realistic style that has become a
His anger and outrage are channeled
modern tradition in the Spanish
through his wry sense of humor. He
language. Although a thin shadow
develops an atmosphere quite unlike
lingers, it is not pervasive. What has
the Peruvian poet Cesar Vallejo,
remained and, to me, seems more im
whose poems create a meditative
portant, is these young Peruvians’
sense of despair. What Brown has in
ability to speak from the bone, from
common with the young Peruvians in
the dust of experience. Unlike North
Darroch’s book — and with other
American writers who, from Whit
writers I like — is the ability to throw
man forward, have opted thematic
both joy and sorrow onto the same
ally for the individual as myth, hop
sheet of paper and develop the ten
ing to universalize their personal ex
sion between them. In such situa
periences to touch all humanity, these

I

tions, we get a clearer glimpse of what
it means to be human.
October, a short story by Galvez
Ronceros, is perhaps the best piece in
the book. It alone would make the
book worth buying. A black man
who has become drunk is urinating in
a city street. He’s come from the
country to watch the procession of
Christ Crucified. He’s caught by a
local cop, refuses to put his penis
back in his pants and, of course,
draws a crowd. It’s a funny story. But
it’s also a story that carries a lot of
weight for its few pages. By the act of
urinating in the street, the man is
made to seem naive yet politically
aware. His act is, consciously or not,
an act of defiance. The story brings
much to mind: the absurdity of too
much authority, the differences be
tween town and country, and most
importantly, the ambiguous feelings
South Americans have toward the
Christian religion. The m an’s peeing
in the street during the procession of
Christ Crucified both desecrates the
Christian religion and pays homage
to Christ. Christ, after all, was a sim
ple man like the protagonist. He
would have understood such a natu
ral act and, I assume, performed it
himself. One thing Ronceros tells us
in this story is that what makes us
human makes us holy.
There are other stories in Between
Fire A n d Love that promote the same
kind of reflections on the part of the
reader. Mogollon, a well-written
piece by Augusto Higa, is about an
amateur soccer team. It’s a story that
covers many emotions — greed,
loyalty, passion, apathy, desire.
Somewhere in it Higa says it was “ a
team with heart, tenacity and love”

— elements important not only for
the survival of a soccer team, but for
the survival of humanity.
Only two stories fall short in this
book. One portrays a povertystricken mother and child decaying in
the city, and the other deals with the
cruelty and indifference shown by the
rich for their servants. Both stories
are overly sentimental. Like reading a
newspaper, I felt sorry for the people
who suffered the tragedies, but I
walked away unchanged. I was not
taken below the surface in these
stories. I was given no real under
standing of the characters involved.
There are injustices, certainly, grave
injustices, but in these two stories, the
reader is given no gut understanding
of what that means, what effect that
has on us as human beings.
I recommend this book to anyone
who enjoys good literature, poetry
and prose and wants an idea of what
other writers in other worlds are
writing. Between Fire And Love was
put together by local people who
deserve our support. Not only
because they live among us but be
cause of the high degree of talent they
brought to the project. Thank Dar
roch first; his abilities as an editor are
considerable. He calls the book a
sampler, which it is — a truer term in
this case than anthology. The manu
script is broken down into seven
tightly organized sections covering a
variety of themes and held together,
as the title suggests, by fire and love.
Published by Joel Weinstein’s Missis
sippi Mud, printed by John Laursen
at Press-22, and typeset by Christo
pher Howell of Lynx House Press,
the book was beautifully designed by
Susan Gustavson and John Laursen.
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"Mama, don't let your children grow up to be cowboys."
__ Willie Nelson
hen we were kids, all of us
bon of water, is the second highest in
“ cow bo ys and
p la y e d
the U.S. Despite railroad tracks,
Indians.” Choosing one side or
parking lot and inn, it’s impressive
another, with cap guns or bow-n
from the freeway. I passed Beacon
arrows. That’s part of America, and
Rock, on to Cascade Locks, the
Northwest history. Which side won?
Bridge of the Gods, and Bonneville
On Saturday, Sept. 13, I got in my
Dam. Indian legend has it there was a
’66 green Rambler with the soggy
rock bridge here which the two broth
valves, spewing quarts of oil, and
ers, Mt. Hood and Mt. Adams, used
drove up the Columbia River Gorge
in a jealous struggle for the affections
to find out. Even though it was rain
o f Loo-w it: M t. St. H elens.
ing, and I was alone, I was heading to
Tahm ahnaw is, the supernatural
the 69th Pendleton Round-Up, the
power, knocked it down. Interest
last day of Rodeo Finals, to see how
ingly enough, pioneers found a
the cowboys were doing.
sunken forest, in the river. Possibly a
The trip itself is beautiful, a jour
landslide once blocked the river, or
ney through time. On the freeway,
there was a lava tunnel.
you cross the Sandy River near Trout
On the west side of Hood River is
dale, and the gorge begins. The first
the Columbia River Gorge Hotel, a
50 miles is some of the most magnifi
California mission-style inn. Hood
cent landscape in the world. Fir trees
River is orchard country. The Dia
and waterfalls, monumental rock for
mond Cannery and Packing Co.
mations.
buildings plus railroad tracks domi
The Royal Chinook Inn, Rooster
nate the town. A few hobos with
Rock. (Irreverently called Cock Rock
packs are hitching, during apple
by the pioneers. With nude gay
picking season.
beach, the name is more appropriate
To The Dalles, 25 miles away, the
than ever!) The buttressed breast of
vegetation changes into scrub oak
Crown Point with nipple of a gift
and pine. The geology layers out into
shop points to heaven. Author of
flat basalt. I will pass Memaloose
Roll On, Columbia and This Land is
Island, the isle of the dead. The mid
Your Land Woody Guthrie rode the
Columbian Indians placed their dead
old highway and saw Shepperd’s Dell
here in grave huts. On the Washing
and the vaginal cleft of Oeonta
ton side, you can see Lyle and the
Gorge.
mouth of the Klickitat River. Finally,
Multnomah Falls, a graceful rib
The Dalles itself. French trappers

W

E a w u l bj Eric Edwards

called it “ the trough” of the Colum
bia, a six-mile rapids below Celilo
Falls.
Beyond Celilo, the hills are round
ed and yellow. Few trees. The free
way goes up on the plateau toward
Boardman, and the Umatilla Army
Depot, where all that nerve gas is
stored. Desert country which will be
come wheat country. It’s boring for
another 100 miles to Pendleton.
I picked up a hitchhiker, from Skid
Road. He knew the Burnside scene
like I did. We’ve seen the Indians kill
ing themselves on wine. The Oregon
Journal m entioned today 600
Klamaths got the final settlement, for
the sale of their land, of 81 million
dollars. “ I once* saw an Indian
woman and her white boyfriend
spend 5,000 dollars on cocaine. In a
week’s period, she was broke! Snort
ing aspirin,” he recounted.
This is white wheat country. Yel
low stubble and brown plowed
squares. Grain elevators. Irrigation
pipes. The smell of alfalfa. Pendleton
is 207 miles from Portland. On the
radio I hear the voice of Paul Harvey.
He talks about Billy Graham. He
praises a bumper sticker: PRAYER
IS THE NEXT BEST THING TO
BEING THERE. “ Good day!”

continued next page
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The Pendleton Round-Up
My gut-level reaction is: There’s a
lot of emptiness out here. America is
too big. It doesn’t make any god
damn sense anymore! We who live in
urban Portland and the Willamette
Valley forget about Eastern Oregon,
over the Cascades. Pendleton is
where the heartland of America
begins, that vast flatness which is a
state of mind. Pat Boone will speak
tomorrow. The airwaves are filled
with Christian b.s. and smallmindedness.
Lots of ranchers and wives and
thermos buckets full of beer. Cowboy
hats and boots carrying potbellies.
Smugness. Everybody’s in a good
mood. A rodeo celebrates rancher
heritage.
The copyrighted motto of the Pen
dleton Round-Up is: “ Let ’er buck!”
What the hell does that mean? Let ’er
buck! Let ’er fuck! What is there in
male psychology which seeks to
dominate a horse, a cow, a woman?
They sell souvenirs. Olympia beer

is a dollar a cup! You pay $4 for a
paper bucket of beer. About quart
size. Boom! An explosion starts the
buckeroo. Then the Star-Spangled
Banner. There’s a free-for-all squaw
race. A six-foot-five dude in braids
and falsies rides around the muddy
track, to laughter. The announcer
says: “ Gladys, you really look
good.” He will say about the wet
track: “ I hope you got your snorkels
on!” Mellow and good natured, yet
— there’s a hidden racism here. Cow
boys vs. Indians.
Pendleton is located in the middle
of the Umatilla Indian Reservation.
The Indians participate, with the
“ Happy Canyon” show at night.
There are a hundred teepees erected
behind the arena. Lip service is given
to Indian pageantry in the middle of
the program. But most whites walk to
the exit to buy beer during that time.
A punky-looking white kid says,
“ Boo!” when a minute of silent
prayer is offered for Clarence Burke,
now-dead Indian a long time associ
ated with the Round-Up.

SUNDAY AT THE BAGEL LADIES
. . . is a Sunday morning classic—fresh-baked
bagels with cream cheese and lox, and lots of deli
specialties at our Southwest store. We serve it up
with good coffee from The Coffee Bean and freshsqueezed orange juice.
We have the same fresh Sunday morning bagels,
to take out only, at our Northeast store.

4118 NE Fremont
4830 SW Scholls Ferry Rd
36
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I can’t stay in my seat. The way the
stadium has been designed, you can’t
see a damned thing. The chutes are on
one side, the prime seats. When you
move around, everybody bitches for
you to get down. A woman yells at
me, “ We paid for our tickets!” I yell
back, “ I paid for mine, too!” It’s
better to go to a small rodeo, like the
all-Indian rodeo at Tygh Valley.
I’m trying to take photos of the
brahma bulls, my favorites. They’re
mean! Of course, if you had nuts as
large as a football, dragging them
through the sagebrush and over
barbed wire, you’d be mean, too!
One has an entire horn broken off.
Kids try to pet them through the
fence, or prod them. I smell the cow
shit, the piss, and the beer. It’s fun.
The announcer says: “ Folks,
welcome Angel Saint. This scrappy
little mare holds the all-world best
bucking title last year.” She bucked
so hard, the cowboy didn’t even get
out of the chute to make his ride.
Whites don’t seem to associate with
Indians, and Indians don’t with
whites. They cluster in different
groups. Indians around the beer
stand. There is a line-up to use the
restroom. One Indian kid playfully
starts to kick a white security cop in
the butt when his back is turned, but
changes his mind. I see Indian winos
from Portland Skid Road. An Indian
woman woefully struggles with three
kids, one a baby, another in a
stroller. No male helps her.
“ You buy the beer!” one drinker
chortles madly. Others drunkenly
toss coins. “ Oooh! Ohh!” the loser
says.
The Indians are shit-faced, and so
are the whites. That’s democracy! I
left when the bull riding ended. I
always leave when the bullshit begins!
A bull named Snuffy.
In Fairness to Cowboys
Old-time cowbays earned an hon
est living. It was hard work on the
range, and you needed to be skilled.
Nowadays millionaire movie stars
and corporations own the ranches. I
have respect for guys who can ride
and rope and work in all weather.
Under the bleachers, as we watched
the bulldogging, I spoke with an oldtime cowboy. He has worked for a
local rancher, Dick Snow. He was
worn out, but the real thing. I asked
him if cowboys still moved cattle
from spring and winter pastures. He
said, “ On small ranches, they still
do.”
He volunteered further, “ Rodeo

cowboys began to make money after
the Second World War. Before then,
they did it for fun.” He added, “ It’s
hard to even make expenses unless
you’re a top money winner. Your
wife has to take the horse and the
trailer to the next rodeo. You’re
always on the road.”
There can be big money in rodeo,
until you get hurt. Rodeo clown Jerry
Mariluch was gored severely by a
brahma last week. H e’d made
$55,000 last year. Cowboys were
passing the hat for him at Pendleton.
The East Oregonian newspaper
showed a picture of Gov. Vic Atiyeh
serving pancakes at breakfast, and
mentioned that Robert Redford was
the first male to be on the cover of
The Ladies ’ Home Journal.
Did you see Robert Redford and
Jan e F o n d a in The E lectric
Horseman! John Travolta rides a
mechanical bull in a bar in Urban
Cowboy. President Carter and Willie
Nelson sing Amazing Grace together.
Are these our heroes? We need new
heroes.
Pendleton
“Drug store cowboys eat shit
and bark at the moon. ”
graffiti, The Lead Nickel Saloon
Pendleton is a town of 11,000 or
so. The gothic-looking Eastern
Oregon Hospital and Training Center
is located here, with a high brick
chimney. (Several months ago, in
terns were indicted for abusing re
tarded patients.) Lots of brick build
ings downtown. None higher than
two or three stories. You could be in
Idaho, or Arizona, or Nevada, It’s
the centennial. But . the place still
looks seedy, with a carnival. The
Bowman Hotel, steam heated.
I’m looking for Tiny’s Tavern. It
was an Indian tavern, where I got
drunk seven years ago. The Indians
and us had a metaphysical conversa
tion about football teams, the
Huskies and the California Bears.
“ Them bears,” they said, “ are
tough.” Pretty soon, I realized they
were reverting to cultural history.
They were referring to the totems of
their clans! The ravens are smarter
than the wolves, etc. It stunned me.
“ It’s not there no more,” a plump
gas attendant told me. “ Tiny’s
became Judy Q’s Steakhouse. It’s out
of business.”
“ The Lead Nickel Saloon. I value
my face. I don’t like to fight. People
get rowdy. That’s what the whole
Round-Up is.”
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Well, it wasn’t Tiny’s. Quite
sedate. All whites. On the mirror was
drawn a naked girl floating in a beer
mug. “ House Rules SKUNK Buys
Beer.” Stuff like that. Outside,
though, was Ruth’s House of Trea
sures, a second-hand junk store.
Some Li’l Abner guys were selling,
fetish-like, rattlesnake belts, skins
and pen holders with a rattler buried
in clear platic! Very lifelike. (
I said, “ He looks like he wants out
of there.” The guy coolly replied,
“ He don’t have no wants no more.”
I found the Indian bar. In Skid
Road Pendleton. Olympia Cigar
Store bar in a brick building. SW
Emigrant Avenue. They were there,
all right — on the sidewalk, sleeping
in cars. Whole families. Staggering
around dead drunk. Cars full of kids
wearing red bandanas like Mexicans
do.
“ You fuckin’ Nez Perce, man!”
lady says in the bar. Another says to
the bartender, “ Hey, brother, give
me a Black Velvet with a water
back.” “ Whattya drinkin’? Do you
know how to make a stinger?” Lean
ing on elbows. An Indian in brown
felt hat with braids says, almost to
himself, “ Nobody didn’t tell me
nothin’.”
When an Indian drinks, there’s
nothing sicker. The complexion
changes from brown to gray-brown,
sickening. It’s as if cement or Crisco
were injected into the veins. I decide
to leave town and drive back to The
Dalles.
Celilo Falls
Celilo Falls was the great Indian
fishing grounds on the Columbia. For
centuries, they caught the spring and
fall salmon runs. Lots of fish. With
nets on poles, hanging out over the
roaring waters, they dipped for fish.
Each family had a traditional plat
form. Chief Tommy Thompson of
the Wy’ams presided over the village.
Wy’am means “ echo of the water
against the rocks.” He was over 100
when he died. In the early fifties, The
Dalles Dam swallowed Celilo and a
way of life.
“ Which milepost is it? 97? Where
Celilo was originally?” I ask myself.
Looking at the flat, choppy, lake-like
water, I can’t tell.
At the falls site, there is only a rest
area with grass and concrete-block
restrooms. Across the freeway, dilap
idated houses string along a
chuckhole-filled road. Ralph Fried
man chronicles the social despair of
the situation in A Touch o f Oregon.

The Dalles
At the old Fort Dalles surgeons’
quarters, still intact, I bought a copy
of Come to Our Salmon Feast by
Martha McKeown. This children’s
book pictures the 1951 spring salmon
feast at Celilo Falls. How evocative!
Large photos of Chief Thompson and
his grandsons, women, the inside of
the long house, dances, and rever
ential ceremony. The Warm Springs,
Wishram, Wasco, Klickitat, and
Yakimas were invited to the cele
bration.
The Dalles is a very historic town.
Lewis and Clark, French voyagers,
early missionaries, pioneers, gold
seekers, steamboaters. At Pulpit
Rock, Jason Lee converted the first
Indian in 1838. The rock is embedded
in asphalt, and located behind the
high school. Visit the city museum. It
overflows with memorabilia, maps,
photos, odd stuff: pistols, clothing,
Victorian hair wreaths, knickknacks.
With its soaring spire, red-brick St.
Peter’s church is a beautiful piece of
architecture!
Downtown The Dalles is charming,
reminiscent of the fifties. The HandOut drive-in. The kids have all the
energy, dragging the gut. On Satur
day night. I notice a headline in the
paper: “ Indian Take 30,000 Salmon
From Columbia.” It’s still not the
60 percent of the Chinook run allot
ted by the court, to Columbia River
Indians. Downriver, non-native gillnetters caught 52,800 in their one-day
season.
I slept on the road to Dufur, in the
back seat of my car. The rain
drummed on the roof. In the morn
ing, stiff as hell, I awoke pleasantly to
the cooing of mourning doves. I was
parked near the Celilo Converter Sta
tion, largest AC-DC transformer in
the world. (Upriver, the John Day
Dam is reputed to be “ the largest pro
ducer of electrical power in the free |
world.” Equivalent to four nuclear
power plants!)
Searching for the Past
All day Sunday I will spend my
time looking for petroglyphs. Suns
and water devils and fish. The dams
took their toll of most of them, N.G.
Seaman, in his definitive book, In
dian Relics o f the Pacific Northwest,
tells us. (That large boulder in the
courtyard at Portland’s City Hall is
called the “ Wallula M onolith.” It is
covered with petroglyphs.)
I hesitate to reveal the exact loca
tion of the few artifacts. Near burial

grounds, these artifacts need to be
protected, and they are by the parks
system. Despite that, there are over
lays of other graffiti. By freaks on
acid? And high school kids. Even a
“ WSC” obscenity.
The largest, “ She Who Watches,”
is three feet or so in diameter. The
others are smaller. As you search the
stone facets of the shattered rocks,
lichen stained, spotted white and
fluorescent green — searching for
prehistoric symbols — it’s like an acid
trip. Are you hallucinating something
there? Or is there really something
there? Has the weather cracked lines
in the rock, or were they scratched by
an ancient hand?
The grass is yellow and dry. I see a
bleached cow skull and rib bones.
The locusts sound like rattlers, when
they chirr their wings. I’m spooked.
Do the snakes protect the bones of
the Indian dead? I saw a small striped
one, about eight inches, no rattles.
Something else moves suddenly in the
grass.

Tsagaglalal, or “ She Who Watches”
“ I ask forgiveness for violating
your space,” I whisper to Her.
A Picasso-like artist, 1,000 or
several hundred years ago? painted in
reddish ochre a guardian face, as a
shield, in front of the river. The
drawing is in stone’s lines and paint.
Some of the lines have been chalked
in white.
Is Tsagaglalal an owl woman? Is
the petroglyph a woman at all? It
could be a bear — the drawing has
ears. No owl beak, but nostrils. The
mouth is vague; only the enlarged
eyes grip your own. It’s a picture
drawing, simplified, yes, but its com
manding power lies in its not being
easily identifiable. A spirit creature:
not bird, not bear, not moon, not
woman, but calling up almost preter
naturally these associations. Yet
more.
The Indians said of this awe
inspiring petroglyph, “ She watches

continued next page

Your vote CAN count
your
Elect Reagan and he m ight...
• blunder into war.
• continue to ruin the economy.
• as a bumbler make the White House an international joke.

Elect Carter and he m ight. . .
• blunder into war.
• continue to ruin the economy.
• as a bumbler make the White House an international joke.

Vote for Anderson?
• Like Jimmy Carter in 1976, Anderson is
running a campaign based on his
"personality." His independent candidacy
leaves us nothing after Nov. 4.

Your vote can count.
The only solution to our current
political mess is the building of a
new party. A party whose power rests
solely in the hands of workers, con
sumers, small business, family farm
ers and comm unity residents. The
Citizen's Party is such a party. Can

we do it? In just six months we have
gained ballot access in over 30 states,
a record sm ashing success fora party
in its first year. Furthermore just 5%
of the vote will get us m illions in
federal funding to organize in the fu
ture.

Vote
The C itizen's Party calls for a re
building of basic industries under lo
cal community and worker control.
Phasing out nuclear power with a real
comm itment to renew able energy.
Vigorous support for women, m inor

ities, veterans and the right of w ork
ers to unionize. Join the fight against
d e stru c tiv e c o rp o rate policy and
build real Economic Democracy. In
vest in the future, vote Barry Com
moner and LaDonna Harris.

Paid for by Oregon Citizens' Party, David Shaich, Treasurer, 1300 SW Washington.
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you come, and she watches you go.”
She is the ‘‘earth mother.” Wasn’t
she a talisman, near the pathway, to
guard the Stone Age encampment at
the small lake, above the main river?
She is the “ face of Time.” Each indi
vidual in the tribe is mortal, but this
imperturbable stone drawing has sur
vived countless generations. And will
survive many more.
Horsethief Butte

On Horsethief Butte, rock climb
ing, trying to go where the shaman
went who painted red ochre
Tsagaglalal 200 years ago, I met a
small tan lizard. Its hands gripped the
rock face warily..
“ Tsk, tsk,” I said, “ I apologize for
entering your domain.” The lizard
cocked its head and darted the tiny
forked tongue. This encounter allows
me to share the opening poem of
Native American Words, by John
Gogol. John is the editor of American Indian Basketry magazine and an
expert on Northwest Indian art.

Tcimutc The Lizard

philosophy of life and their interac
tion with it made more sense.
Ed Edmo, the Portland Indian poet
— a short man with braids occasion
ally seen in his cups downtown —
wrote the ultimate Indian’s revenge
poem. As members of the Wasco, his
family lived near Celilo Falls.

Why
when we write lizard
do we stretch toward lizzard,
or even lizzzard?
We see the serpent in him
while native americans
thought his hands so human
he was man’s own cousin,
and warned:
Boy, if you kill lizard,
you kill your sister’s
husband!

To You, Whiteman!
In dream sequences o f ages
past
I saw you coming.
I saw you hungry,
and I fe d you.
I saw you scared,
and I comforted you.
I saw you tired,
and allowed you to
rest in my lodge.
I saw your greed in your
sleep
and I knew I should have
killed you then,
but I felt sorry fo r you
and let you sleep.
You woke and took all I
had.
Now I am waiting fo r you
to get tired again
and fall asleep.
Surely I shall kill you this
time,
to take away your
nightmares
will be my honor.

In 1980, neither the cowboys nor
the Indians seem to be winning the
battle. (Ronald Reagan to the con
trary! He may think he’s riding to
ward the Presidency. But Gary
Cooper looked better in the saddle.)
At least the Indians knew, if they
were to survive, they had to live in
harmony with the earthscape and the
creatures they shared that space with.
The Indians may not have been smart
enough to create the auto, electricity,
TV, or missile systems, but their

Celilo swallowed, Coyote Canyon,
the bones defiled on Memaloose
Island.
Driving back, in my mind’s eye, I
became obsessed with that trance-like
moon face, beside the once-natural
river. If “ She Who Watches” con
veys any message — other than that
of enigma itself — to the now gener
ation, it is: This society isn’t going to
make it. The river is dammed, the
great salmon runs are dead. High
ways and railroad tracks on both
sides. Agri-pollution in the water and
radiation from Hanford. The incan

descent blast of atomic warfare, I
doubt, would not scar the stone face,
or alter its features so as to make it
any less prophetic.
Footnote: The Chase

Americans continue to spur a dead
horse! Folks who can’t ride buy
500-dollar Tony Lama boots in Bev
erly Hills and Manhattan. We ought
not, as a nation, buy the myth of a
nobler, simpler past.
Every Wednesday night swinging
singles gather at The Chase bar and
lounge, at SW 92nd, on the Beaver
ton-Hillsdale Highway. There is a
disco, a male-strip show, and
mechanical rodeo. Besides taking off
their clothes, the rhinestone shit
kickers try to ride a bucking barrel!
The Bucking Barrel Contest is open
to anyone with balls who might wish
to see them get broken. The ladies
love it! And so would the Indians.

Source books, many of which can
be found at the Oregon Historical
Society bookstore: N.G. Seaman, In
dian Relics o f the Pacific Northwest.
Indian Legends o f the Pacific North
west, by Ella E. Clark. Tahmahnaw,
The Bridge o f the Gods, by Jim Attwell. Carleton Watkins’ photos of
The Columbia River Gorge (1850-60).
American Indian Basketry mag and
Native American Words by John
Gogol. Come to Our Salmon Feast by
Martha McKeown.
Special thanks should be given to
Tom Binford. I spoke with him at the
publishing house, on 2536 S.E. 11th.
He allowed me to use photos from
Come To Our Salmon Feast and Lin
d a ’s In d ia n H o m e , by th e
McKeowns. He recommended The
Bridge o f the Gods by Frederic
Homer Balch. This classic has been in
continuous publication longer than
any other Oregon book, over 100

Wednesday night at the Chase

21st Ave.
Portland, Ore. 97209

We're not just a health food
sto re...
We carry a complete line of
groceries — from lettuce to
Haagen-Dazs, from pintos to
paprika, from toothpaste to
pet food.

. . .and we're not just a
grocery.
We select our products for
purity, nutritional value and
ecological impact. You w on't
find sugar. You w on't find
preservatives. But you w ill
find a stunning variety of
wholesomely delicious food.
Jams of just berries. M ilk
with cream at the top.
Freshly ground flours.
Organically grown fruits and
vegetables. Luscious
desserts.

We're something else.
Corbett store:
5909 S.W. Corbett near Johns
Landing, Bus 40, 244-3934
Fremont store:
3437 N.E. 24th near Fremont,
Bus 9, 288-3414
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Robert Hanson
Lynn Ludlow

24-25 Night People
27-28 Mithrandir
31 Annual Gala Halloween
Costume Blooz Bash
with Pete Karnes
29-Nov. 1 Pete Karnes Blooz Band
2-4 Nu Shooz
5-8 Paul deLay
10-11 Driving Sideways
12-15 Island
16 Hot Property — benefit for
Assoc, for Childbirth at Home
17-19 Liquid Blues
20-23 Streamliner
24-25 St. Champagne
26-29 Wheatfield '
Tuesday Nights Dollar Nights
$1 Cover and Pitchers
Happy hour 3-7 daily
phone 227-4573

Personalized Services

Haircutting
Permanent Waving
Coloring
Styling
for Men and Women

Tues.-Fri.
Sat.

10-9
10-6

I.D. required

for appointments
222-7025

CLINTON

. 'V

ASHES
IN
THE
BEER
DROPS
a farewell address by

Musicmaster
‘ 'Let it be enough fo r us to state that
one is justified in dashing the hopes
o f anyone who expects from music
the oblivion o f what he is, or what he
had been. ”
Paul Nouge (1895-1967)

“ I either forgot to throw the radio
out o f the window
or I didn’t fe e l like it
anymore. ”
Charles Bukowski
from W HILE THE MUSIC PLA YE D

Illustration tn Gus Van Sant
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postcardI of Sancta Helena,
in Italia.. A sepia-toned reli
gious pin-up, she is haughtily expres
sionless like a Mad Ave minx being
told by her photographer to act incharge. She is carrying a cross with
out any visible strain, for it strength
ens her; she is on a peak somewhere
and little villages are suggested in the
background by modest blotches with
rooftop brims. It’s a kinky postcard
because it’s old and foreign and eerie.
She is overdressed for this occasion of
displaying her virginal flesh. And the
oddest thing about this postcard,
though I don’t know if you’d spot it
right off the bat, is that her halo (a
perfectly round white circle and not a
floating oval) not only wears her face,
instead of her wearing it, but it also
spotlights the parts of the cross which
join somewhere behind her neck —
like a cross-out or an illiterate’s
signature or an “ x” on other post
cards which want to inform you of
the exact location of a vacationer’s
motel room.
A postcard of Sancta Helena to
you. The Saint Lucy card, with its
embroidered-in-Mexico tresses and
the spooky plateful of two over-easy
eyeballs on a plate balanced by her
palm — a waitress-like offering and
denial at once —, is no longer as
wholly indicative of my stuttering efforts at communication as it once
was. I mean, it’s still a dandy
postcard picture-side-up, but the
choppy news accompaniment has
changed dramatically.
A postcard image is viewed and ap
preciated only momentarily by an of
ficial addressee before being eagerly
flipped over the the abbreviated news
from somewhere else. P icture
postcards aren’t usually worth a
thousand words and when they are,
they aren’t usually read, because the
cramped “ This Side for Message”
space on the back, however filled
with slapdash remarks on the weather

A

I.asout In Eric Eduards

or how one is missed in a way that
words cannot describe, is the impor
tant side, it’s our side, in a few quick
jots.
So flip Sancta Helena over. On the
back (though I only identify this op
posite side as the back because that’s
the common reference spawned by
collectors’ eyes for postmarks over
documented handshakes via mail) is
my silly bit of updates. The writing is
very tiny but legible. Not necessarily
clear, but legible. I began to write this
small in ninth grade when I decided
that the only interesting thing to do
with teacher’s lessons was to see if 1
could write a term’s worth of notes
from them on a single sheet of
notebook paper. 1 could.
On the back of a postcard of Sanc
ta Helena is this message to you; it’s
also not worth a thousand words but
I try:
Dear Portland,
We’ve been evicted and will Go East
young man, to Minne-haha-apolis.
Find a volcano that works. Probably
end up in a place called Hiawatha
Court of Minnehaha Arms. We’ll go
to Minnesota and raise Monterey
jack on the hoof, plant popsicle
sticks, fish for already-frozen din
ners. Lou Grant and Mary Tyler
Moore did well there. Rocky and
Bullwinkle’s Frostbite Falls is nearby.
We’ve been evicted because we had a
baby here, still have him in fact, and
that’s against the rules. No Pets
policy. I don’t know what we’ll do
there. Get frostbite vaccinations I
guess. B.J. Seymour, who once very
wrongly referred to me as a street
poet, will now be able to very rightly
call me a sleet poet; sorry, but it’s
mostly a matter of words. I’ll miss
Portland because it’s the only city
where one can smoke a cigarette in
the breathable rain. I’ll become eligi
ble for Portland Poetry Festival’s Ex
iles & Travellers’ fund. Wife and
Musicminiature will forage for grits
and I’ll cook icicle tubesteaks. I pray
the kid doesn’t become a musician,
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for musicians’ brains have been the
most underdeveloped part of our
Portland; That’s Gen. Statement
four-star and not meant as blanket
condemnation; it’s meant as musical
condemnation. Actually, bundles of
N orthw est m usicians are truly
talented, often in plumbing or ac
counting. How many nose septums
do you think the Musicians’ Union
Trust Fund is going to replace in the
next few years? Have a coke and a
smile. Oops, rambling again. They
laughed when I sat down to pray.
We’ll go to Minnesota and learn to
appreciate Portland. Another dumb
stab at finding the Grail. Hope you
like this postcard (do you think that’s
a case for some arcane instrument
she’s carrying over her shoulder?)
Sleep well, stay warm, write often
and on purpose, and if you don’t like
the air, by golly, don’t breathe it.
Yours very truly, etc.
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Et cetera, the alter-ego yet to come,
inevitably forevet unknown.
Stacks of boxes as dawn ap
proaches. I’ve been shovelling clutter
for lifetimes. Uncloseted heaps are
dumbfounding, warm, abstract, sen
timental, waiting to be crated for
shipping or hauled outside for “ pack
rats evicted” sale. This is a Stone
henge.
Issues of age discrimination have
yet to allow for Hatjiil Tremaine, our
bundle of born-at-home boy. I am
Tenant Emeritus here, and my wife is
an ex-nun, for God’s sake! and we’ve
done things in this building that no
other resident has ever dared before,
Hamil being among the more speak
able endeavors. And we’re getting the
hook or the shaft or the boot.
We had this Buddha-bellied kid
and kidder right here in this apart
ment; and that’s not just history, it’s
pre-hospital history, it’s pre-chicken
shit drug-coached delivery, it’s pre-&pro-life logic that physicians continue

continued next page
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to confuse as sport. My wife worked
in Good Sam and studied midwifery
for enough years to realize that inter
vention isn’t a sometimes necessary
alternative there but a functional evil,
a code-name for convenience on the
harried staff’s behalf; they create a
lot of “ C ” grade deliveries there.
Well, Hamil was born at home.
Against the advice of. Nine pounds
and six ounces after a seven-hour
labor. The landlady said no miracles
allowed.
And so we’re moving. This place is
a natural disaster area. It’s the way
the Collier Brothers, those legendary
accumulators, lived their final years.
In a-maze-ment, a labyrinth of boxes
climbing walls.
Happy humming needs no mainte
nance work; broken-down appliance
wrap does, so 1 figure that the in
creasing lack of order will ultimately
make vacating easier. I just hope I
mailed that postcard and didn’t pack
it with the bonfire dip.
s
The vacancy shingle for this little
corner of the world went up and
down in a blink; this is a hip salad bar
hunk of Portlandia after all, pep
pered generously with joggers galore
to help vacuum up ash, isles of dandy
first-hand and second-hand and
third-on-a-match stores, lots of fine
foodstops and barbelts, aisles of dan
dy first-hand and second-hand
books, unbland parenthoods, asser
tiveness-trained motorists, and reno
vated homes that are sometimes
swell, sometimes swill, and some
times pleas for a parking lot replace
ment. Still, I didn’t think this place
would rent that easily.
We live in the El Carlos in the
Northwest neighborhood, at least we
do for a few more days of panicky
searches for things like toothbrush
cases and other travel alarums. We’ve
been here a nudge past two years
(though I’ve lived in this building
much longer, originally as a basement
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In this town I ’ve been mistaken
fo r' a hitman, a hustler, a rapist and
dweller) and the rent has creeped
from $165 to $215 for this unfur
nished and unrepaired one-bedroom
apartment; plus utilities; plus from
no heat payments to a payment of 75
percent of the oil (plus getting to be
nonplussed from having no say what
soever in or control over the when
and waves of warmth; our peak
freeze months here have had us either
sweltering or icepicking our eye
brows). Okay, 1 know a touch of the
inflation flu is matter of course, but
all the hikes were fumbled with
notices of increased maintenance
costs while the maintenance never ap
peared. Three managers and 27
months ago I solicited the same
repairs that the upcoming tenant will
have to learn to accept as blemishes
that hardly amount to charm (e.g.,
broken window, no freezer door,
cracking essence-of-woodrot kitchen
wall, striking gaping hole on
bedroom wall that we’ve nurtured to
artform with poster jumpsuits, un
finished refinished bathroom, et
cetera — the alter-ego yet to not
come, inevitably forever unknown
but paid for).
But this is Northwest RoseBurger,
an appealing area; the sort of area
about which one can say, “ it was
either that or flocked wallpaper.”
The turnover population is relatively
extreme, an upwardly mobile crowd
(1 made it from the basement up to
the first floor and acquired a wife and
child in the process) Mended with a
static or downwardly mobile crowd,
and all of them are looking for ways
to cork the flow.
Apartment dwellers still abound,
though condo switches (as in whip
ping rods) have slowed them down,
and the unmentionably powerful

financier and cough non-depressant
Mt. St. Helens has prompted more
available spaces to surface in this
neighborhood than ever before. It is a
great place to live and a great place
from which to watch and guess how
the feud between Portland’s Cham
ber of Commerce and unseemly vol
canic aspersions is doing. But it’s be
coming an overpriced ticket for a
vantage point that shouldn’t have to
pick up the tabs of every loitering
landlord. And our pocketbook has
overstayed its welcome.
Yep, the shingle went up and down
in a blink. The manager here should
be hustling used cars. I sort of de
cided not to print landlady Celia
Ettinger’s name herein because all of
the managers have always told me
that she really is a nice soul under
neath. Well, I’m typing this in her upabove because her niceness has never
brushed off on me or even on these
walls. Maybe she’s breeding antiques.
It’s getting later, almost 8 a.m.,
and I have to wrap this up.
Goodbye Portland.
In this town I’ve been mistaken for
a hitman, a pool hustler, a rapist, a
homicidal maniac, a shoplifter, an ar
sonist, and a serious person. I am
none of these things and I hope that
Minneapolis sniffers and snouts are
more perceptually adept; though it
would be appropriate to be mistaken
for a horse thief or one of the Smith
Brothers or a train robber or Judge
Crater or a volcano-cultist — you
know, just to keep the records as un
straight as they themselves require.
Apart from job-related crises (I’ve
worked in Portland for the entertain
ment of drunks), I’ve never been vic-
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timized in Roseland by anyone but
real cops, rent-a-cops, and rent-aninformer apologists. The criminals
here may not be my friends, but
they’ve never picked on my insecurely
locked brain.
(In the Dorcas Apartments on
N.W. 20th and Northrup, early ’74, I
was three-times confronted by a shot
gun-toting manager and told that I
was a favored suspect in his indepen
dent manhunt for an arsonist. Out
side Kearney Care Center — a place
which keeps getting renamed as the
schnorers on the elderly keep getting
moved out — I was rudely interro
gated by police who wanted to nail
me as a rapist; that was ’76, after I’d
just escorted a woman home in one of
the neighborhood’s earliest rape
prevention schemes; the cops found
my answer to “ What are you doing?”
very unlikely. Something about those
strange bodyshops scattered like
broken glass panes around Kearney
and 22nd had to do with my being a
hitman getting propositioned in the
Gypsy in ’75. Fall ’79 marked my
debut as a homicidal maniac at the
Esquire Theater; the manager had
snitched on my glasses and beard;
when we left the movie we were sur
rounded by a flock of shoot-to-kill
cornerstones of justice. Again, the me
that I wasn’t had no value to my captors. Shoplifter in Newberry’s ’75 for
pocketing my own glasses, though the
year-old ear-wax-sized chapstick with
lip shards all over it was also eyed at
length as a possible shelf-leaper. I’m
mistaken for a pool hustler to date.
And too many people always call me
David.)
One cannot be all things to all
people.
Revisions. Change that word.

5829 S.E. Ndilwaukie

ZIP

Tues-Thurs 11:330am to 11pm
Fri-Sat 11:30aim to 12 mid
Closed Sundayy & Monday

PHONE
Mail to:
A Woman's Place
2349 S.E. Ankeny
Portland, OR 97214’
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•

20 N.W. Second Ave.
Old Town
Tues.-Sat. 10-6 Sun. 12-4
222-1784
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. . . a serious person
Decisions. Some of this junk must
be tossed out. Keepers must go and
the kept will stay. We shall never live
under thumb of white carpet or ac
cording to dictates of furniture. Our
clan of things are domesticated allies,
voluntary servants, not our guardians
or trainers. A lot must be abandoned;
and sadness cloaks the never-to-bereread books, the outgrown wall
papers (postcards with their backsides
up), various memory edges which
must be put to sleep. Weave the West
behind.
We’re moving to Minnesota.
Should I part with my first edition
of Harlan Ellison’s Rockabilly?
Another dime may matter when we
arrive in Minneapolis jobless and
cold. I have to discriminate differ
ently now with borrowed lives and
old nooks and crannies being friends
that’ll never write. But there are
grounds to be kept (Nosferatu’s mat
tress of dirt).
I more often select to save still
“ valueless” items over collectibles,
concerned, I guess, about the all-toocommon goods and their fragile pop
ularities. Orphans who would be
laughed off any auction block will
someday be worth not just money but
histories which fled from the texts.
1’11 keep the Ellison and sell the auto
graphed Kipling. Another dime may
just spell another wrong number.
I’ll sell all variously rare objects
I’ve accumulated without whiplash.
Dealers love to peekshow bid and
feign need for discount acquisition to
fog their even lowlier bids for all ob
jects being of greater value than
themselves; c-note sick and vomit
kind. We’ve had four sales already
and made it a point not to invite
dealers because we’re looking for

homes, not hostage camps. But some
of them sniffed us out and made our
otherwise friendly translations a mat
ter of bloodsuck and gristlechow.
What I’d like to stage before split
ting is a garage sale of dealers, just
their beings, without their gouging
wits and wisdoms, and see if anyone
would try to have a few bucks
knocked off the penny-ante souls on
display. But there’s no time. We leave
in four days. Stuff by truck and staff
by Amtrak. I have to get busy; ah
P o r tla n d , w e ’re m o v in g to
Minnesota.
Fast-fiddler Billy Oskay (of Every
thing’s Jake fame) once told me to
give up writing and draw more
because his then-wife, Jay Rothbell,
was just writing too well for me to
bother. I gave up music instead.
Hello I must be going.
Fred Nemo, where’d you go with
all those manuscripts and photos? I
miss the SCRIBE-ettes too, those
wacky chorines; Mimi once inter
rupted a comedy routine I was doing
when I related a true incident about
my wife telling me that I should do
my art after doing the dishes; Mimi
shouted, “ Only a man would say
that!” I didn’t get it, thank Goddess.
But have to run, see you in purgatory.
Chris Howell, poetry festivalist and
longtime diversifier, is still possessor
of an artwork I’d sold to someone
else in ’78 but loaned to him for a
chapbook cover. Chris pretended not
to recognize me at Artquirk this year
(maybe I looked like an arsonist or
cattle rustler). I’ve had to develop
stories and excuses and ultimately
compensate the purchaser, and now
I’m supposed to disappear as well?
Okay. It’s just a matter of getting the
stereo and file cabinets into my brief

case. We’re moving to Minnesota.
With her District 8 Issues Survey,
Mardi Feather for state rep became
an honorary Impossibilist; wish I’d
written that spoof (e.g., “ Do you
favor a dump in our area that could
pollute water, destroy wildlife habitat
and increase truck traffic?” ) Mardi
said she needed our answers to help
her with her platform; not exactly the
sort of help I’d recommend in a case
like this. I’d send her the dump. But
we must be off, election day is near.
Remember not to breastfeed at
Coffee Ritz; it’s inappropriate —
milk is for coffee and only healthy
stuff like that should be consumed
there. There’s a time and a place for
everything. Maybe ours is in Minne
sota. W hat’s that belief about closing
the suitcase in a dream? Do we die or
does Portland? Baby Hamil will
someday wish he knew you all.
When I was emergency Santa at
Meier & Frank’s (the regular Santas
often catch cute little diseases from
the cute little kids and an on-call St.
Nick nack is needed), I had a wonder
ful time except when the Headstart
Program troops flocked in for groupvisits. Their teachers or keepers
would simply tell them to hit me up
for the free candycanes and then they
would call their packs onward within
seconds. No, the kids were hardly a
treat with their aggressive beard
yanking and demands to know my
real name because they were brow
beaten anti-fantasylanders, unlike
any of the other kids who came. Yes,
Headstart, there is a Santa Claus.
And instructional denials to the con
trary shouldn’t include participation
in a game which you can’t kill. But
maybe it’s different in snowbound
Minnesota; we’ll raise reindeer and
I’ll wear huskies.
Oh, I’ve got room for another cup
pa. (Zoomer’s notebook: scalding
yourself on java helps you perk up
quicker.) Michael Esquire borrowed

my Pepsi-Cola soda shoppe sign in
’75 for a few weeks; I just know he’ll
dash along the railroad platform to
hand it to me as we depart. Auto
matic Advance Sales (a spin-off gag
of historical landmark Quality Pie)
placed a pop machine in Keep ’em
Flying when that store was unfashionably fun, unintentionally non
profit, and mine; the damn thing
broke down daily, leaked a puddle
nightly, and was serviced only after
days and dozens of phone calls finally
convinced a slow-lane secretary that
my complaint wasn’t about the god
awful bilious liquids which claimed to
be name-brand soft drinks; after a
few months, the serviceman removed
the machine in disgust, my percentage
of the limited income in tow. I guess
they were convinced I didn’t appre
ciate their humor device because in
spite of promises via phone (also
jokes), I never received my part of the
take or the taken. In truth, it was a
swell machine; soda before cup ap
pearance, cup before syrup-only ap
pearance, cup clog to splash water ap
pearance; it made giggling sounds.
Now that’s Quality. Once, however,
after eating a meal that seemed pre
digested at said establishment, my
then-patron and avatar (I needed the
money) noticed a cockroach on his
plate; he glued it to the tab with left
over jelly and asked the cashier if the
wee wiggler had to pay a booth min
imum. She screamed; she probably
never expected such a creature to not
be on a main course plate as garnish.
Said friend was Manuel Izquierdo
and Quality Pie was suddenly artful,
the best straight-man in town. Well, I
should really freeze-dry the heaps of
manuscripts now and put them in a
jar. We’re leaving you know. We’ll
miss you. (A Missing Persons Salute
is forthcoming.) We’re leaving you
now. We’re leaving you know. We’re
leaving you now. And we’ll miss you.
Musicmaster

as much fun os you con h a m in public
Oct. 20
21
22-25
(22)
26
27
28
29
30-1
Nov. 2
4
5-9
11
12
13-15
16
18-19
20-22
23
25
26-29
30

Monday
Tuesday
Wed.-Sat.
Wednesday
Sunday
Monday
Tuesday
Wednesday
Thur.-Sat.
Sunday
Tuesday
Wed.-Sun.
Tuesday
Wednesday
Thurs.-Sat.
Sunday
Tues.-Wed.
Thur.-Sat.
Sunday
Tuesday
Wed.-Sat.
Sunday

Paul Delay Band
Beatlemania Night (Sleezy Pieces)
Paul Delay Band
KKSN Mighty 91 Night (914 cover, 914 pitcher)
Slow Train
Paul Delay
The Odds
Malchicks
Johnny and the Distractions
Slow Train
TBA
Slow Train
Odds
TBA
Seafood Mama
Joe Cannon
Odds
Johnny and the Distractions
Slow Train
Odds
Sleezy Pieces
Slow Train

specials
SUNDAYS

MONDAYS

A ll w in e tw o fo r one

A ll tap b e e r tw o fo r one

TUESDAYS
Free pool, fre e fo o s b a ll, fre e p in b a ll

The jazziest sounds are at Budget Tapes
and Records.
Come jam with us. We’re just around the
corner. Our prices are low. And out selection is
high.
Your favorite jazz performances are happening
now at Budget.
117A State St.
Lake Oswego
636-1928

Open M-Sat
11-9
Sun 12-6

We have cutouts and Paramount Concert
tickets. Over 2,000 titles under $5.00. Always
new releases on sale.

MONDAY-FRIDAY 4-6 pm Happy Hour
2 for 1 on all refreshments
and free pool
SACKS FRONT AVENUE, SW FRONT AND YAMHILL

We’ve Got Tour Song. And all that jazz.
Give the gift
of music.
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James Taylor, Cat Stevens and Elton
John. These artists brought a sensi
tivity to their music that perfectly
n every category of the various
mirrored the self-concerns of the
strains of contemporary music —
from rock ’n ’ roll to jazz to neo post-protest — or “ me” — genera
tion.
classical, pop and country — there
lurks a common character, the singer
Most of yesteryear’s balladeers
songwriter. The late sixties and the
have faded from the ranks of super
seventies seemed to be the heyday of
stardom — whatever happened to Cat
this troubador: it was then that Judy
Stevens? who cares? — and it’s no
Collins adapted songs from theater,
surprise that the style has fallen into
Donovan concocted a jazzy folk
critical disfavor in this age of new
rock, Leonard Cohen set dark poems
wave writing. Nonetheless, it is a
to music, and Joni Mitchell wrote
mark of the genre’s resilience that
fragile, flighty songs that everyone
singer-songwriters continue to excite
else wanted to sing. The ascendence
and enthrall the music-buying public.
of the Beatles and the electrification
Herewith is a selection of some of the
of Bob Dylan carried the singer
cream of modern-day singer-song
songwriter to new heights, and
writers, some veterans, some new
before long the pantheon of popular
comers, all making vital, evocative
music was peopled with the likes of
music.
Simon and Garfunkel, CSN&Y,
By Michael W. Adelsheim

I

Carly Simon Warner Bros. BSK 3443
Come Upstairs
Of all the artists discussed in this
review, Ms. Simon has made the most
drastic changes in her music, and I
love them. Much of this is probably
due to producer/keyboardist Mike
Mainieri, who co-wrote the music of
every song here. Far from merely
adding jazz textures to Simon’s
music, as Mainieri’s background
might indicate, there is also a bow
towards new wave rock ’n ’ roll. It’s
not to the point of becoming domi
nant, but it’s definitely a new Carly
Simon.
At the risk of playing People maga
zine reporter, I must conclude that
another large factor in the new sound
is a failing in her marriage to James
Taylor. All the songs point that way,
although James does sing backup on

three cuts. Not only does Carly move
away from her chamber music orien
tation in general, but specifically, she
has found a new daring with her pre
viously smooth voice. On some
songs, such as the grinding “ In
Pain,” large cracks appear, extremely
effective in conveying the mood.
Other of the best songs here are the
hit single, “ Jesse,” which moves in a
mid-tempo time with a feel like some
old Rod Stewart song, and the title
track, which is as quick as the desire
the song reveals. And more.
Perhaps I’m biased, but this is the
best Carly Simon album in years. A
Paul Simon Warner Bros. HS 3472
One Trick Pony
The common characteristic in all
the music Paul Simon has made since
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his first two albums with Art Gar
funkel is control. As a matter of fact,
that Simon has only recorded six full
albums of new material since 1968
(two greatest hits packages, one live
album, and a few new songs for The
Graduate have filled in the time) is
evidence of his painstakingly slow
method of creating. Every song

where he would begin work on a
song.
Thus, Simon has become one of the
craftiest popular songwriters of all
time, and it’s no contradiction to use
both the term “ art” and “ craft”
about his work. There really is a spe
cial niche for Simon: his melodies are
typically graceful, with a light blues
or jazz feel. Lyrically, he touches re
flectively upon his subjects, combin
ing a quirky sense of self-deprecation
with an urge to make small details
loom large.
One Trick Pony is really a movie
soundtrack, the movie seeming to
have been Simon’s major work for
the last few years. From the looks of
it, the movie’s going to be about a
boy who grows up to play rock ’n ’
roll, but never becomes a star. This is
not an original concept, but at least in
album form, Simon makes it feel
fresh.
The opening song, “ Late in the
Evening,” is a Latinesque capsule
history of the boy, in which Simon
shows his skill at setting a separate
scene in each stanza. The funky
groove and sardonic humor of “ Ace
in the Whole” is also a highlight. And
the resigned humor of “ God Bless the
Absentee” works with reference to
Billie Holiday’s “ God Bless the
Child.” There are no weak songs
here. A
Asylum 6E 295
Tom Waits
Tom Waits, once the seventies’
answer to the fifties, became a sad
sight indeed. Being a hipster was not
enough, after the cigarettes, booze
and late hours turned Waits’ voice to
Tom Waits

features a melody that neatly fits his
lyrics, which probably comes from
his feeling, revealed in a 1968 inter
view, that his lyric writing was super
ior to his composing, and that was
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monotone gravel. He didn’t seem to
write any melodies anymore, just
chord changes. Let me tell you, it got
real depressing, and it didn’t look like
Waits could separate himself from his
image long enough to see what was
happening.
Well, a couple years later, let’s wel
come Tom Waits back to the music of
the living. His lyric orientation hasn’t
changed, for he’s still cataloguing the
creatures and vices of the night as
seen through his hipster humor
(“ Don’t you know there ain’t no
devil / there’s just God when he’s
drunk” ). But the musical end has.
Gone, for all but two songs, is Waits’
jazzy piano, and out has come an
electric guitar. A dirty-sounding
guitar. And there are melodies!
“ Jersey Girl,” a tender (!) love song,
has one. So does “ On the Nickel,”
the theme song from the movie of the
same name.
Not that Waits has rocked out —
most of the songs move at a ballad or
dirge pace, but it’s just so refreshing
to hear Tom Waits trying hard again.
B+
Steve Forbert
Nemperor JZ 36595
Little Stevie Orbit
Steve Forbert burst upon the na
tional scene in late 1978 with a style,
both musically and visually, typical
of an early ’60s folkie: jeans jacket,
harmonica rack, modestly long curly
hair, infrequent and spare use of
backup musicians. Following his first
album with a slightly overproduced
second one in 1979, Forbert garnered
a hit single, although no one could
have predicted that a folky tune

would make it in the strongest year of
the disco and new wave radio battles.
With Little Stevie Orbit, Forbert
has become more biting in his ener
gies and commentaries, toughening
up his music but not really changing
the style. The hallmark of that style is
the soaring but funky, almost majes
tic, double keyboard (piano and
organ) music that Dylan, Procol
Harum, The Band and Bruce Spring
steen have all perfected. Other songs
feature tasteful orchestration.
Although Forbert was raised in
Mississippi and visions of rural
America are frequently evoked in his
songs, he has few “ country” manner
isms. His husky, untrained voice has
little of the twangy nasality that char
acterizes country singers. His har
monica technique is dedicated to the
lonesome Dylan style with harp in
rack, not the sweet, hand-held coun
try version.
Most of all, there is a jubilance to
Forbert’s music, a jumpy kind of
energy. Sometimes it’s expressed with
innocence, as in his happy love songs
(“ Song for Carmelita” ), but he also
expresses bitterness and anger over
the circumstances of a rich girl’s up
bringing (“ Get Well Soon” ). Other
moods include come-on (“ School
girl” ) and m ournful sensitivity
(“ Lonely Girl” ). But there is a re
freshing optimism about Steve For
bert’s music and vision that even I
can be optimistic about. B +
John Prine
Asylum 6E 286
Storm Windows
John Prine, once a hillbilly mail
man from Chicago, has spent almost
a full decade trying to live up to his

first album. The mainstay of his
humorous, sensitive style — word
play that reveals a wistful, cryptic or
depressing side — was fully realized
on several of the classic songs of the
early ’70s . . . “ Hello in There,” “ Il
legal Smile,” and “ Sam Stone,” to
name a few. And Prine’s voice, like
Dylan’s with a little more twang, was
the perfect foil for his songs which
some called cynical.
Prine has had several good albums
and lots of great songs since then, but
there’s always been that shadow.
He’s still adept at the kind of twisted
ballad of unrequited love that quietly
dismantles cliches as it goes. And this
album features a lot of such tunes.
For instance, Prine essays rockabilly
as he has in the past, only this time he
doesn’t fall victim to the herky-jerky
rhythms that ruined his previous at
tempts. The best of these is “ Just
Wanna Be With You” . . . who can
resist the sentiment: “ Outside my
window / a bird once flew / now 1
don’t care / what kind of gum I chew
/ and oh baby / I just wanna be with
you.”
On the title tune, Prine expresses a
much different feeling, a loneliness
described by the sensations of a
prairie winter. “ Sleepy Eyed Boy” is
another finely wrought ballad on this
album with the “ place” not so well
established.
Storm Windows shows that Prine
has pared his lyrics down to a very
narrow, personal range, but that’s the
biggest knock against the music.
Most of the songs work quiet nicely
indeed. B +
Jackson Browne
Asylum 5E 511
Hold Out
Jackson Browne, a master lyricist
with an apocalyptic bent, has turned
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his vision towards “ Disco Apo
calypse” on this new album. Some
accuse Jackson of purveying cheap
emotions here, but I think it’s more
the case of Jackson, with his flat,
California country-rock nasality, tak
ing a Bruce Springsteen turn (he has
shown up on stage with Bruce several
times recently). Hold Out is made up
almost entirely of songs with a strong
rock feel: lots of chorded piano work
mixed with the careful, throbbing
slide guitar of longtime cohort David
Lindley. Among the fastest and hard
est of these current songs are three
that are set in nightlife scenes. First is
the aforementioned “ Disco Apo
calypse,” an extraordinarily naive
statement of the “ romance” to be
found in discos. “ Boulevard” speaks
of teenage prostitution, with a much
more gritty but simplistic realism.
And although critics have taken Jackson to task for the schmaltzy insin
cerity of his talk-over part at the end
of “ Hold On, Hold O ut,” that in
sincerity might be intentional, for
Jackson implies that the song takes
place in a pick-up bar.
Then there are three love songs,
two of them proclaiming his sins, and
one an acceptance of an affair’s
finish. All could have happened in the
scene Jack so n set previously,
although they seem too personal to be
fiction.
Not so much has really changed in
Jackson’s work. Mostly it has been in
his lyrics. The best of them have
always been intelligent, but in be
coming a viewer of the Hollywood
nightlife, Jackson has adopted a
more compact, even simpler, way of
expressing himself. The rock ’n ’ roll
is a sound he’s always used for several
songs per album. Thus, it’s still Jackson Browne to me, although not great
Jackson Browne. B
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By Lenny Dee

he uproar over collegiate sports
recruiting has as much chance to
stem the flow of illegal payoffs
prohibition had in the speakeasies of
Chicago. The American sports fans’
insatiable thirst for victory — not to
mention the zealousness of college
administrators in wanting to slake
that thirst — makes a mockery of the
rules governing major collegiate
sports. From powerful alums on
down to the janitors in the hallowed
halls, the major subject each fall is
how well is the State U. football (or
basketball or cross-country) team go
ing to do. Perhaps it is time to accept
this mania as much a part of our na
tional heritage as soccer riots are the
native rites of other lands.
Major schools, like Alabama and
Notre Dame, make over a million
bucks per football season, besides
pulling in considerable sums from
grateful alumni. Since the game
means so much to so many, the young
lads who weekly risk limb and kidney
for dear alma mater should be well
compensated for their hazardous
work. Many of Saturday’s heroes are
crippled for life as they fight for the
greater glory of Possum’s Toe Col
lege. This is a full-time job that leaves
little time or energy for studies. After
banging away at other 250-pound
sides of beef for three or four hours a
day, the only chemical formula most
football players wish to see is the
proper temperature of H2O in a por
celain tub. Georgia tackle George

T

the kids in and pay them if you want
them to be a farm team. Instead, we
give them a scholarship and tell them
we want them to have an education,
as then we expect them to fill the sta
dium, too.”
These words demonstrate a certain
wisdom on Paterno’s part, but he is
also capable of the kind of contradic
tions that are rife in college sports
programs. Penn State has expanded
its 1980s schedule to include power
houses Nebraska, Alabama, Notre
Dame, and USC. The school’s sta
dium was recently enlarged to hold
83,000 fanatical fans. To fill those
seats Paterno is going to need a com
petitive team that works as hard as
the pros in preparation for a big
game. Paterno knows this, and yet he
insists that both getting a diploma
and beating Notre Dame is not asking
too much of his men. Either he is kid
ding us, or those dark glasses he is
famous for wearing are really rose
colored.
The only way Paterno’s players are
getting diplomas is through the good
offices of sympathetic professors who
are willing soldiers in the campaign to
be numero uno. (This reporter was
astounded that five Pac 10 schools
had to go off campus to find enough
bogus credits to remain academically
eligible. When I lived in Palo Alto
and had friends going to Stanford,
they spoke of jock symps in every
department. If such a prestigious
school is steeped in this athletic tradi
tion, what of USC, UCLA and the
others?) Wendall Taylor, star half-

Give 'em Bucks! Give 'em Bucks! Biiiig Bucks!
Armstrong recently explained that
practice left his head ringing for three
or four hours afterward, followed by
a migraine headache that lasted until
he went to bed.
Every school has its work-study
program where students work as of
fice clerks, tutors, research assistants
and so forth. Athletes are usually as
signed to check the playing surface
temperature or to make sure each
hour that the gym hasn’t moved.
Given the make-work nature of the
tasks and the small remuneration,
school athletics would be better
served by using a chunk of the budget
to pay living wages to those who
would proudly wear the school col
ors, and give them four-year scholar
ships besides. This way our allAmericans won’t be upset by the fact
that everyone is making a buck off
their skills but themselves.
“ I think college athletes are ex
p lo ite d to an e x te n t,” said
Nebraska’s James Redwine in a re
cent interview. ‘‘People come out
every Saturday to see us play foot
ball. In a place like Nebraska, you’re
talking about standing-room-only
crowds. I ’m the guy doing all the
work.”
Redwine’s scholarship and month
ly living allowance of $158 are good
for a steady supply of Unguentine,
but little else. Consequently, his wife
works long hours at a local insurance
company in order to make ends meet.
“ Football is a job right now, but
I’m not getting paid for it,” he says.
“ If I was getting a salary, I could see
all the sweating I’ve been doing. But
I’ve got bills to pay, payments to
make, and medical expenses. My wife
isn’t covered by my scholarship —
only the athlete.”
Penn State’s fabled coach Joe
Paterno claims to understand well the
dilemma college athletics faces. “ The
only thing I’m critical of is how we
exploited the kids,” he said. “ We
brought them in as athletes, and even
some of my own people don’t believe
we want them to have an education.
( Our goal should be to educate the
kids. Let the pros have their minor
leagues. Don’t be hypocritical; bring

44

back for the LA Rams and former
All-American at UCLA, applied the
old brown-nose technique frequently
to fellow students and professors
alike during his college days. In every
class Tyler sought out a girl who
would share her notes with him when
he failed to make class. “ And some
times I would sit next to her during
the tests,” he says. Many classes were
huge lectures in which personal con
tact with the instructor was all but im
possible. Tyler made a point to meet
the instructors and “ butter them up
so they’d remember my name.” His
technique was successful enough that,
even though he cannot remember the
names of the courses he took, he was
able to remain eligible with a C aver
age. Such an elaborate sham would
not have been necessary had Tyler
simply been paid to play football.
Paying athletes to be employees of
the university would eliminate the
quagmire of illegal payoffs, bogus
credits and flashy new cars. Alums
could contribute to the well-being of
their faves above board and get a tax
write-off, too. There would be no
more Dr. Boyds — of the University
of Oregon — who piously state on
one hand that they are appalled at be
ing caught with their school’s hands
in the cookie jar but who can state, as
Boyd did after the Ducks’ ig
nominious loss to San Jose in 1975,
that they’d rather be buggy-whipped
in a public square than sit through
such losses.
Most universities could continue to
reach for the exalted First Place. A
few might heed the advice of Tufts
University President Dr. Jean Mayer,
whose school entered this football
season with a 12-game winning streak
and a record of academic excellence.
“ I’d like to brag about the fact that
here is a college that does not have
any athletic scholarships,” he said,
“ where we have not admitted any
athlete who we couldn’t admit as a
scholar; which is part of a conference
which bans national recruitment, and
in the year when we had our first
Nobel Prize in medicine, we had an
unbeatable football team .”
Illustrations by Alan Brewster
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The
Education of
Mrs. R

©MM
n adolescent shriek
woke her. “ Cockerels,” she thought,
“ cockerels,” with a
K
wry twist to the
word. She lay in the
d ark lis te n in g .
There was no use in
covering her head; the screaming still
came through. The soloist was sud
denly submerged in the chorus. Fifty
young roosters, their voices high,
uncertain, breaking and guttering and
beginning again.
She heard the hiss of sheets and felt
her husband’s heat moving away
from her. “ Christ!” came his voice in
the dark. She moved an arm until it
touched his back; she rubbed softly at
the thinly covered bones of his spine.
“ I ’m sorry,” she said. He didn’t
move. She heard his hard breath.
“ Do it today! I’ve had enough!”
She pulled her arm back to her side
abruptly.
“ Did you hear me?” he hissed.
“ Yes.”
There was cold weight in her
stomach.
“ I’ll have to wait until she’s gone
to school.”
Illustration by Jerry Kruger

He was silent. The roosters crowed
on, a cacaphonic tremor that rang
through the walls. She snatched at a
robe and tiptoed out of the room.
The kitchen clock said five-thirty.
She went to the feed sack by the door
and poured a measure of grain into
the plastic basin. She slid her bare
feet into the rubber boots next to the
sack and opened the kitchen door.
Black air struck her. Dew was falling.
The chill touch of the air wet her face
and hands and the surface of her
robe. Not quite black. She could see
the faint loom of the garage where the
roosters were cheering, whistling,
crowing, chortling, in ferocious
competition. Not ten steps to the side
door.
“ Too c lo se ,’’ she th o u g h t.
“ Chickens in the dooryard.” A
golden-haired woman in a white
apron clucking on the doorstep and
scattering corn from a bowl to the
plump, busy red hens who ran toward
her chuckling softly. The picture went
with the phrase in her mind. The two
together had done this to her. She
grunted at the image, her own sound
merely a shake in her skull bones. She
was too close to them now to hear

Layout by Erie Edwards

anything but the roosters. She opened
the garage door and the alkaline stink
came out. She pulled the string and
the light came on. They were all
standing around in the straw on the
floor waiting for her. The din went up
a notch. Wings beat among the rep
tilian heads stretching at her. She
dumped the grain into the long
feeding tray, spreading it the full
length. The warm bodies moved soft
ly next to her legs; the noise switched
suddenly to a treble purr and an occa
sional squawk. She held herself tight
ly, deliberately not kicking her way
through them. She edged back to the
door and stood looking. “ They are
the wrong color,” she thought.
“ They should have been wine red,
not this . . . white.” Her eyes settled
on the pale flesh showing through the
feathers near the beak and around the
eyes. The roiling bulk of white bodies
hid the tray with dozens of pink
combs bobbing over round yellow
eyes. The little yellow eyes, the slits
on either side of the yellow beak, the
pink, naked flesh jiggling on their
necks, even the small pale membrane
on either side of their heads, and the
tiny bare spot that stood for ears. She

could not look at them easily. They
disgusted her. The feathers were still
unruly, short, sticking out at odd
angles.
“ They’re still young,” she told
herself firmly. “ Just children yet,
playing cock.” But the tiny heads on
the turning necks, arcing and bowing,
the hopping bodies as they climbed
over each other to get at the tray. She
put the basin on the shelf near the
door and reached for the wire broom
she used on the perch.
“ At least they’re quiet for a while.
He can go back to sleep.” She was
brushing at the green slime on the
boards of the perch when she saw the
pale bundle underneath. The bare
bulb in the roof threw her shadow
across it. It was scattered with straw.
Dark blotches marred it. She pushed
the broom down under the perch and
poked at the bundle. It rolled and a
hard yellow foot flopped into sight.
She hooked it with the broom and
raked it out from under the perch.
The head rolled out from under the
body. Its eye was closed. A thin grey

continued next page
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film covered it. It looked like the ear
now. A dead eye. The feathers were
sparse around the head, torn and
bloody. There were long scratches
and bits of flesh loose in the small
holes. She bent staring at the corpse,
her mouth open. Its yellow feet were
half curled. Something very small and
black moved jerkily through the rag
ged feathers of the neck. She dropped
the broom and stood back. For whole
minutes she frowned, fumbling with a
thought that would not take shape.
Then the fussing at the tray broke in
to a squabble at one end. One of the
birds shrieked and leaped into the air,
flapping and clawing at one of the
combs still bowed into the tray. She
saw the long head dart down and
strike with closed beak at the head
below it. She closed her eyes and
swallowed a little trickle of her own
vomit.
“ They pecked it to death.” She
went quickly to the door and out,
leaving the light on.
The clock said six when she came
back into the big kitchen. She turned
on all the lights in the room and made
a cup of instant coffee. As she sat
down at the table she saw her boots.
Smears of green slime on the soles
and toes, straws and short white
feathers sticking to it. She took them
off and put them by the door. An
isolated screech from the garage
signaled the others to begin.
“ They’re just learning,” she mut
tered to herself.
Her daughter trailed into the room
with a school workbook under her
arm. The child passed coolly to the
chair opposite her and put the
workbook on the table.
“ I thought you did all that last
night, Abby.”
The child curled her legs up on the
chair and tucked her bare feet
elaborately under her nightie.
“ I saved the arithmetic for this
morning. I count better in the morn
ing.”
The woman eyed the stubby hand
turning colored pages. She drank
deeply from her cup. When she saw
the flat light and shadow of her face
shining in the wetness of the bottom
she got up and took the cup to the
sink. The next forty-five minutes she
spent in the basement cleaning out the
big chest freezer that had come with
the house.
She buttered the breakfast toast
and kept it hot in the oven. She put
the clips into her daughter’s hair gent
ly. When her husband came out, the
eggs were at their crisis and she slid
them in front of him just as the film
began creeping over each yellow eye.
When his ride came he swung out
side with his coat half buttoned and
shouted at her through the closing
door.
“ Today!”
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The geek o f an old circus would
bite their heads o ff. F elt
nothing . . .
She spread purple jam on her
daughter’s second piece of toast and
poured more coffee.
“ What today?” asked Abby.
“ Oh . . . ” She drank coffee, “ I
promised your father I’d get rid of
■the chickens today.” She looked for
her reflection in the dark fluid.
“ I don’t mind them,” said the
child. She bit carefully into the toast,
lifting her lips clear of her teeth so the
jam would not smear her face. “ I like
getting up early in the morning. Then
I can read or do something and it’s as
though school didn’t take so much of
the day because there’s time before I
have to go. But they aren’t pretty
anymore. It’s like they were two
birds. First soft and yellow, and now
sharp and white. It’s funny, isn’t it?”
The child’s eyes, half amused,
waiting to see by the mother’s face
whether they should be amused.
The woman looked into her cup.
“ You’d better get your coat. The
bus will be out there soon.”
The child ducked her head and
scrambled out of the room. The
woman listened to the odd isolated
screech from the garage. They seemed
to quiet down as the sun climbed.
“ I like this place, don’t you,
Mama?” The child’s voice close to
her. She lifted her head and threw out
an arm to take the child to her.
“ Yes, Abby. I just get myself into
jams sometimes and wish we were
back in an apartment and had to take
a walk to see a tree.”
She lifted the child’s hair out of the
coat collar and arranged it in a dark
spray across her shoulders. The soft
round eyes smiled up at her.
“ You mean like getting a box full
of baby roosters instead of baby
hens?”
“ Yes. Like that.”
The house ached around her when
the child had gone. She made beds
and swept and washed the dishes.
“ Let’s buy a house with some land!”
she mocked herself as she tucked in
sheets. “ I ’ll have red hens in the
dooryard and we’ll save an enormous
amount on eggs, and maybe buy a
calf in the spring to fatten for beef.”
The corners of her mouth sank deep
into her cheeks with the memory of
her own fantasies.
She went to the table with a pencil
and a notepad and sat doodling
figures and counting on her fingers.
The fifty yellow chicks in the box
marked “ Cockerels” in two-inchhigh red letters had cost five dollars.
Then she had fed them the most
expensive egg-layers mash for four
months before they started to crow
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and she realized her mistake.
Cockerel, it seemed, was a sex rather
than a breed. The lumber for the
perch had been ten dollars. The bales
of straw, the disinfectant. The final
number beneath the line struck her as
ridiculous. She added the column
again. When the same number came
up she reached for the telephone.
“ Mr. Jarvis, this is Mrs. Rossich
out on Gate Lane.”
“ Yes, Mrs. Rossich, I’ve got some
very nice veal liver this week. And if
you want a good Sunday piece I’ve
got a leg of lamb here. I know you
like . . . ”
“ No, Mr. Jarvis, I’ll have to call
you tomorrow about my order. I
wanted to ask you a question.”
She stared at her right hand. It held
the pencil whitely and circled round
and round, darkening a thick ring on
the note pad.
“ 1 have fifty . . . forty-nine young
roosters, Mr. Jarvis. They’re five
months old and in good condition. I
wonder what you might give me for
them?”
Her face was suddenly damp. The
hand was quite still, pressing the pen
cil’s point down in one place.
“ It’s kind of you to think of me,”
buzzed the telephone, “ but I buy all
my poultry from the wholesalers. It’s
inspected that way, you know. But I
could pack them for your freezer
when you slaughter them. That’d run
about twenty-five cents a bird. Be
pretty economical. Or if you don’t
have a freezer I can rent you space in
the locker here. The Callan family
who were in that house before you
bought it, they did that until they got
their own freezer.”
The hand with the pencil arced a
dark line down to the total beneath
the line of figures.
“ Mr. Jarvis,” she said, “ how do
you slaughter roosters?”
“ Well, you just pluck them as
quick as you can, singe them, and gut
them.”
“ But Mr. Jarvis, how do you kill
them?” The sweat was beading now.
Beginning to run a little.
“ Why, how do you think, Mrs.
Rossich? You cut off their heads.”
The “ Yes” was so clear in her mind
that she never realized she hadn’t said
it. She put the receiver back in its
cradle and stood up. Yes, she
thought. You take off their heads.
The geek of an old circus would bite
their heads off. The vague memory of
some tale came to her. A large needle
that pierced the brain so quickly that
they never knew. Felt nothing. A
hundred old stories and phrases came

welling up, “ Wring a chicken’s
neck,” a man’s huge hands giving
one wrench at the bony head and it
comes off in his hand with a spout of
blood from the quivering neck, a boy
laying a squawking hen on the ground
and, planting his shoe across the
neck, gives one hard yank at the
yellow feet and the blood sprays up
over his pantleg. The body walks
afterwards. Or is alive till the blood is
gone.
Her right hand was on the door
knob. Her left hand clenched her
yellow rubber gloves. She had for
gotten the hatchet. She went to the
tool drawer for it.
“ Slaughter,” she thought, is a for
mal and disciplined word. He used it
in its tight original sense. A process
ing for victual consumption. The
other, the splaying limbs and horror,
the scenes of crimes and battlefields,
the flinging of children and catching
them on bayonets just out of their
mothers’ reach, all that is metaphor,
simile, the thing, in fact, which is
not.”
She slid the crusted boots on and
•went out through the door. “ To
slaughter,” she thought at the blank
sky. “ To butcher.”
She walked out past the vegetable
plot to the woodshed.
“ The vegetables are all right.
Pumpkins and beans and Brussels
sprouts sitting there not bothering
anybody. Just a raid on the slugs once
in a while. A steady weeding. That
turned out all right.” She stood star
ing at the piled wood beneath the
open shed.
“ My own mother killed a chicken
every Sunday when she was young
and hauled .on the ropes that pulled
the pigs up for bleeding.” The pic
tures in her mind had names and
phrases attached. “ M other,” soft
face, glowing eyes, a sunbonnet from
some old magazine illustration. “ The
hens in the dooryard,” the golden
haired woman with the peaceful face.
“ But I grew up on the thirty-second
floor, and all the hens were in picture
books, red, with pleasant expres
sions.”
She slipped on the yellow gloves,
drove the hatchet into a section of log
till it bit and then hefted the chunk of
wood in both arms. She carried it
back and set it up on end beside the
door of the garage. The roosters
scuffed and chuckled inside.
“ I want to do it,” she thought.
She turned the doorknob, took one
long step into the full murk of the air
they breathed and grabbed at a bird.
Warm. His chest frail in her hands
and his wings quiet beneath her
gloves. There was only a faint sur
prised cluck and the swoop of his
head trying to stay at its normal
altitude while his body ascended to
the level of her waist. The others
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came gabbling toward her. She step
ped back outside and closed the door.
She lay the bird down on the block
with its feet trailing over the edge.
The head lay calmly looking out over
the garden. She lifted the hatchet and
brought it down hard. Clean, the
head falling dimly at the foot of the
block and the blood spraying only the
side of the hatchet that faced the
body. In the garage a rooster crowed.
She left the hatchet stuck in the wood
and dropped the carcass onto the
ground. She planted one boot on the
gaudy scaled legs and grabbed the tail
feathers that had only lately begun to
arch and pulled with her yellow
gloves. The softness of the feathers
felt like nothing through the rubber.
She felt only the spine of each quill
and crushed with her fingers till the
fist of each glove was crammed with
spines and then yanked. They came
away easily and the pale, rough flesh
beneath sprang up in patches and
then sheets. She saw his bones, the
plumpness of his tail, and the thinly
covered ribs. She flipped the bird
over and plucked hastily at the wing
pinions, baring the pimpled skin on
its bone. The small, soft feathers
beneath the wings, and inside the
thighs kept slipping from her fingers
and she nearly took off a glove to grip
them firmly until she discovered how
to grip with just the tips of her rubber
fingers.
“ Have to pluck them immediately
or it gets harder, a muscle spasm in
death tightens the flesh’s hold on the
feathers. . . . Now where did I hear
that? First-year Humanities.” She
smirked. Her gloves worked slowly
now, picking at small tufts and
individual quills. She glanced around
and saw the head lying next to the
wood block. Its eye closed. Its beak
closed. The small feathers only slight
ly rumpled.
“ Why didn’t it flop around?”
She stopped pulling and stared at
the relaxes white form. It lolled. Its
limbs lay at open angles. The hard
yellow feet with their talons half
curled like the fist of a sleeping child.
The second bird she picked up
smoothly just as it lifted its head from
the water dish to let a swallow ripple
down its throat. It gurgled as she
picked it up and turned its yellow eye
and jabbed hard and quick at her
wrist. She pulled away and nearly
dropped him but caught a leg with
that hand and trotted out quickly. He
squawked when she flopped him
down on the stump, and tried to turn
his head as she lifted the hatchet.
When the head fell, the body
wrenched itself away and the wings
flapped viciously, stirring the dust
and twisting the squirt of blood so
that it spiraled over the ground. The
feathers didn’t come off that one so
easily.

Her right hand was on the
doorknob. She had forgotten her
hatchet . . .
The third one seemed to know her
and chuckled all the way to the
stump. The body fell off onto its feet
and stood jigging anxiously against
the block as though trying to climb
back up.
She learned to grab them by the
legs just below the joint and carry
them out squawking and fluttering. It
seemed less deceptive than cradling
them in her hands, and she could
swing them down hard onto the
block, which seemed to stun them a
little, quiet them so they didn’t wrig
gle as she struck. A few times it took
more than one blow, and the sweat
broke out on her face as she lifted the
hatchet the second time.
She plucked each one immediately
and slung it onto the growing pile.
The yellow legs poked out in thin
tangles.
There weren’t many left in the
garage, but they were very noisy. She
could hear them screeching and
blundering against the walls.
“ They must smell the blood,” she
thought.
Each time she went in now they
shrieked louder and took flight; the
beating dusty bodies fluttered clumsi
ly past her head and fell hard against
a wall or the perch. The water dish
had spilled, the food tray had fallen
over. None of the birds was scratch
ing. They ran with their wings spread
or huddled in the shadows beneath
the perch. She didn’t run. She strode
through the straw, changing direction
only when there were no birds left in
front of her. The air seemed black
and full of floating dust and pale
small feathers.
“ M ama!” came the voice.
She closed her gloved fingers on the
leg of a frantic bird and whirled away
to the door. The child was out there.
She stood in her scuffed school shoes,
a piece of paper in her hand.
“ Abby, go back to the house!”
The woman’s voice sounded like
blood in her ears. The child’s face
white, a mouth opening without a
shape, her hand lifting the paper
towards her mother without noticing.
The woman saw the ritual school
painting with the sun a yellow spider
in the crayoned sky.
“ Go to your room and stay there!”
she shouted.
“ You’re killing them!” The child’s
shriek in the same register, seemingly
produced by the same instrument as
the birds. She turned and ran. The
painting clutched at one corner flap
ping and flapping. The young rooster
dangling from the woman’s hand
twisted up, beating its wings, and

drove its hard beak into the flesh
above her knee.
“ Yah!” she cried, and jerked the
bird away from her, lifted and swung
it down hard on the block. Its mouth
opened and the yellow eye glared up
at her, she lifted the hatchet and the
bird began a shriek. The sound
stopped when the blade struck, but
the eye glared on and the beak clicked
open and shut, a pointed red tongue
sliding and the blood streaming from
the gashed neck.
“ You filth y b e a st! F ilth y
creature!”
She brought the hatchet down.
• • •
She was plucking the last bird. The
sun had gone. The wind had come up
and was blowing the feathers across
the vegetable garden. She could see
the drifting flicks of white in the cor
ners of her eyes. The wind made the
plucking easier. She had only to open
her fist and it was empty again, freed
of the task of dropping the feathers
once she had taken them from the
flesh. She heard the front door close.
The light went on in the kitchen. She
yanked at the stiff quills at the tips of
the wings. Her gloves were too wet to
hold on the down of the legs. She
scraped her nails at the stringy white.
“ What are you doing?”
The kitchen door opened wider and
her husband’s dark form stood in the
spilling light.
“ What in hell are you doing?” His
voice was harsh.
She let fall the yellow leg and
dropped her hands. She felt suddenly
empty, sucked inside out. This is
what the match feels when you snuff
it, she thought. The fancy tugged a
soft laugh out of her. Feathers were
blowing in drifts away from the light.
She stood up slowly and felt a great
pain in all her muscles. Tiredness.
The dark form came out of the door
way toward her.
“ Abby’s crying. She won’t come
out from under her bed. What did
you do?”
She started past him, toward the
house.
“ I wasn’t finished when she came
home. She saw it. I had to finish so I
sent her in.”
His hand closed on her arm.
“ You’re all bloody.”
“ I’ll explain to her. So she won’t
be frightened.”
She felt herself lifted slightly and
shaken. Pressure on her arms.
“ Explain what? What is this? All
this?”
His voice in a creaking whisper.
“ What did you do to them?”

A small white feather lifted against
his ear and paused in his hair. She
could see other feathers sailing
against the shadow of the house.
“ I slaughtered the roosters.”
“ I thought . . . ”
He let her go and walked past her.
She saw him go to the chopping block
and stop. Then he moved to the door
of the garage and opened it so the
light fell onto the block. The pile of
white and yellow shone dully nearby.
He stepped to the block and bent to
peer at the sprawled heads. The feath
ers scuttered away from the light and
crept across the lawn. There were
feathers stuck in the cabbages. She
watched him, anxious to hear what he
would say, to see what he would do.
“ I thought you were going to sell
them, or take them to the packers.
Have them wrapped for the freezer,”
he said.
She hugged herself. Laughter will
ing itself out with the words.
“ Mr. Jarvis wouldn’t buy them.
And, you know, they have to be
killed before they can be wrapped up.
Did you ever think of that? I did.”
She stood her head, laughing at
herself. He, moved away from the
block and looked at her. She saw the
angle of his shadowed head bent on
her. She turned away from the light.
“ Why aren’t you dressed?”
For a moment she thought of danc
ing wildly in the feathers to frighten
him. She fingered the skirt of her
nightgown where it came through the
robe’s opening.
“ I started this morning before I
changed. The plucking takes a long
time. I’ve been at ii all day. If you’ll
put them in the trunk of the car I ’ll
drive them down to Mr. Jarvis in the
morning. I’ll pay him extra to singe
them . I ’ll make pancakes for
supper.”
She went into th? house. The kit
chen seemed cold aid empty. She left
the boots at the door and walked
silently past her daughter’s door to
the bathroom. The mirrors looked at
her. She looked ctlmly into them.
The blood was caked as thick as mud
on her gloves. It cracked to dust at
the knuckles when she bent her
fingers. The robe was streaked with
it, her face, a blot in her hair at the
side. A faint shade of pink seemed to
have been thrown over her during the
day. As she looked close she saw the
millions of tiny drops of blood stuck
to the hairs of her arms and the nap
of her garments. The feathers hung
everywhere, the small, soft, spineless
feathers known as down. She stripped
off her gloves and threw them into
the sink. She stretched her clean, soft
hands beneath the white light and
smiled, admiring their strength.

Yes, Portland, there is an alternative
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“This awkwardly titled film is irresistible. It’s a totally charming, totally transcen
dent viewing experience.
“It’s a radiant, resonant, minutely detailed anthropological report on the
American young. Simultaneously, it’s a poignant romantic comedy, so scrupulous
that it makes “Annie Hall” look mannered. It’s photographed with the care and con
sideration.associated with the best documentary work. It breathes humanity, com
passion and life. It’s both urgent and reflective. It’s immediate. It’s so honest and
real you feel like a voyeur watching. . ..”
—Bruce McCabe, The Boston Globe
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